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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This follows immediately after Wanted. 


Richie POV 


"Jon, my friend, my brother, my lover.. Do you accept me as your Master? Will you obey my every command 


and accept any punishment, should you disobey?" 


Richie placed one cuff around Jon's wrists and fastened it. His heart was pounding at the significance of this 


moment, one that he never thought would ever happen. 


"In return, | vow | will worship you, every minute piece of you, as | break you and put you back together. 


Always know this, | will be your safe haven in the very storms that we create together." 


Never had he meant those words so much as he did right this minute. In truth, he had worshipped Jon from 
the moment he realised he loved his lead singer, his best friend, in a way that wasn't just friendship. He then 


took Jon's other wrist and fixed the second buckle. He lifted Jon's hand briefly to his lips and kissed his palm. 


"Jon, do you submit to me and agree to wear my ownership symbols for all to see?" he finished the ritual on 


a formal note. 


This was the moment. The make or break moment of Jon's acceptance. He unconsciously held his breath. Richie 


drew Jon's chin up with his trembling fingers. His eyes were clear albeit slightly shiny from unshed tears. 
"Yes, Master!" Jon breathed as a smile pulled at his lips. 


Richie, unable to hold Jon's gaze for fear of breaking down in relief and happiness, huffed out the breath he'd 
held and turned his head to the evening sky as he regained his composure. 


Richie glanced over at Beauty, standing expectantly on the other side of the large outdoor table. Her face was 
alight in happiness and it filled his heart with joy that he had two willing people submitting to him, one that 


he'd never imagined would be here and the other his female counterpart in sexual play. 


He looked back down at Jon who was flexing his wrists, testing the leather bindings around them. "I think it's 
time to find out what kind of sub you're gonna be, don't you, Jonny," Richie said, sinking his fingers into Jon's 
hair, tugging his head back sharply making Jon hiss and reach for Richie's hand. "Will you be a contented kitten 
that just wants to lap up cream all day?" He tightened his fingers a little. "Or a playful pup that wants to 
bounce around and play with balls?" 


"Shit.it hurts, Mookie," Jon spat. 


"Or maybe," his Master snarled, "you're just gonna be a whiny little cry baby coz you're sure as shit ain't no 
pain-slut." He pushed Jon away harshly, forcing him to catch himself on his hands. "Beauty! Take this one 
upstairs. Prepare him for his lessons," Master Richie instructed through clenched teeth, breathing heavily 
through his nostrils. The fire in Jon's eyes as he peered up at him through his hair, was causing him havoc 


and he needed the time alone to reset his headspace. 


"Yes, Master," Beauty acknowledged demurely. Walking over to Jon, she held her hand out to him. With a glance 


toward Richie, Jon rose from his knees and took the woman's hand to be led away. 

Richie held his stance until he knew that they were securely upstairs. With a groan, he braced himself on the 
table with his hands and dropped his head between his shoulders, breathing deeply. He needed to put some 
space between himself and his two subs, both for his own sake and to give them time for Beauty to prepare 
Jon. 

Dormming Beauty would be easy. She was somewhat experienced and at this stage, there was only a little 
emotional connection so far. No doubt that would change as they grew comfortable around each other. The 
sparks were surely there, but she was still a relative stranger to him. Controlling Jon was going to be a whole 


different ball game. It was going to take a lot more of his willpower to keep himself in the correct role. 


After a few moments, he turned around and perched his ass on the side of the table. Fishing his phone from 
his pocket he searched through his recent contacts for the club's number and started the call. 


"How may | help?" 


It was answered in the usual, indistinguishable monotone, regardless of which submissive member was in 


service that day. 

"Mistress Honey, please,” Richie responded. 

"Membership code, please?" 

"KOSIIOT." 

"One moment, please." 

Richie gazed out into the middle distance, aware of the security detail even though they weren't visible. 
Regardless of the chaos that had gone on, and would go on, upstairs in the playroom, the grounds of this place 
always calmed and grounded him. The beauty of the environment surrounding the property always felt so 
peaceful, tranquil, it soothed his mind and soul as much as the physical pleasure of what happened on the 
second floor soothed his body. 


"Hello, King," Mistress Honey's voice purred. 


Richie smiled. His Mistress’ voice always brought the vision of her languishing in a bed of the softest pillows 
whilst being surrounded by naked slaves worshipping every spot of her beautiful body. 


"Good evening, Mistress," he replied. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything?" 


"Would it matter?" she said. "You know | will always receive your calls, King, regardless of my activities.” 


"You flatter me, Mistress," Richie replied 


"However, | welcome your call, this evening, child," Honey continued. "You're distracting me from the tediousness 


of paperwork. How can | help you? Is your Beauty causing trouble?" 
‘On the contrary, Mistress," he said. "Beauty is perfect. In fact, she's agreed to continue in service to me." 


"Ah! | had a feeling that would happen. You both make a good fit," she said. "Something else is troubling you 
then? 


"Troubling? No, not yet," Richie replied, a small frown creasing between his eyes. He angled his head toward the 
second floor, wishing he could see what was happening up there. "I rang to advise you that I've taken another 


sub this evening. You can add his membership to my account. | will organise the paperwork as soon as l'm back 


in the city." 


"Ohl?" Honey's surprise rang clear over the line. "And how are you going to maintain two sub relationships 


when you return to your globe-trotting ways? One will be hard enough." 

"I have no worries about leaving Beauty. She is mentally strong enough to deal with the distance," Richie stated. 
"At this stage, there are plans for returning to the road in a month. That will be plenty of time to build the 
relationship to a point that she will be secure within it." 

"And this other sub? How will he cope?" 

"IIl be with him almost 24/7. | will be able to keep him in the right headspace when required’ 


"Who, King?! Who is it?" she asked, her voice dropping in tone. "What have you done?" 


Richie could hear the hint of displeasure in his Mistress’ voice but he was sure of his actions and his ability 


to keep them both mentally healthy within the structure of a Dom/sub relationship. 


‘Its Jon, Mistress," he said strongly, with conviction. "He came willingly to me and even requested to wear my 


bonds." 


"King..." Honey sighed. "I trust that you have an exit plan should things not work out with you and this new 
sub? You work extremely closely with him in day to day life. How will he cope afterwards, should he decide 
that being your underling is not what he expected?" 


"Mistress Honey..will all due respect," Richie said with great care. "Please have faith in my actions. Have no 
doubt that | will keep a close eye on Jon and his progress and address any issues that arise. As for him 
possibly reneging on his acceptance..that's something | don't believe will happen 


"How can you be confident of that?" 


"Jon and |.we have too much history between us," he replied "We spent many times together in the early 
days, and I'm talking real early in the band's history when drugs and alcohol ran free and girls were throwing 


themselves at us so frequently that it became..boring.’ 


"The girls were dispatched quickly after they got what they wanted, to sleep with the boys in the band," Richie 
continued. "But there's something about the loneliness of the road that makes you crave the touch of another 
who knows the craziness that surrounds you. On rest days, when that shot of adrenaline kicks in at the exact 
moment you're supposed to be hitting the stage but you're stuck in a shitty motel on the edge of a shitty 
town with nothing to do." 


Richie sighed, mentally shaking himself from the memories, good and bad. "I digress, Mistress. My apologies," he 
said. "To cut a long story short, Jon has always been in control of everyone and everything; his life, his band, 
his destiny.until you get him into bed and he becomes as meek and mild as a virgin on her wedding night. Until 


you look into his eyes as his lust takes hold" 


There was silence from his mentor for a long while. Richie could almost hear the cogs turning as her 
Dominatrix's brain battled with the softer side of Honey. "Okay, King," Mistress Honey finally spoke. "I will trust 
your judgement in this matter.however, dear boy, please take care with the two of them. Don't let your heart 


overrule your head when you are playing with them both." 

"Thank you, Mistress," Richie replied with relief. "I will not disappoint you." 
"King." 

"Yes, Mistress?" 


"Please do not forget that | am here for you should you need advice,” Honey reminded her ex-sub and student. 


‘Or if you just need to just need to talk, dear boy." 


Richie softened slightly at Honey's affectionate term. "Thank you, Honey. | appreciate your support," he said. "| 


will leave you in peace now, to enjoy the rest of your evening.’ 

"Goodnight, King," Honey replied, disconnecting the line and leaving Richie with the beeping phone in his hand. 
Looking at the device, he was surprised at how long the conversation had gone on Richie looked over his 
shoulder at his second floor and felt the swoop deep in his gut, knowing that he had two willing bodies at his 
disposal for as long as he chose. Richie pressed the button on his phone with a dirty smirk, to mute the 


notifications and pocketed it as he strolled inside, locking the regular world outside with a flick of his wrist. 


* 


Jon POV 


Jon followed Beauty back up the stairs they were shown earlier, her small, warm hand holding his as they 
ascended. The gentle sway of her hips in his jeans helped him concentrate on something other than the nerves 


he was feeling at this moment. 


"Your Master," Beauty had been instructing him as they made their way back through the house, "requires his 


subs to be prepared when he enters the room." 


"Prepared?" Jon asked, unsure if that meant he had to work himself open before Richie got there or..well, he 


just wasn't sure of what it meant. 


"Hmm," she smiled over her shoulder as they reached the landing. Richie had left the door open for them and 
Beauty moved into the Playroom without a care. Jon hesitated at the door again, trying to look at it with 
different eyes but some items still scared the living daylights out of him. 


"Master Richie requires us to be naked at all times in areas like this," Beauty continued, spreading her hands 
wide to indicate the room. She started unbuttoning the shirt she wore, kicking off her shoes at the same 


time. 


Jon followed her lead and pushed the plastic discs through the holes with fingers that felt numb, the weight of 


the leather around his wrists noticeable and making his arms feel cumbersome. 


"As his subs, we also have to be waiting in position for his arrival," Beauty continued, shrugging off his 
borrowed shirt and exposing her naked breasts without any trace of self-consciousness. "Which means kneeling 


just inside the door, with head bowed and palms up as | did this morning.” 


Jon nodded, his body starting to stir to life as he undressed, following Beauty's lead and folding his clothes into 
a neat pile, he was surprised when Beauty took his hand and led him to the bathroom. 


"Go now," she said, pushing him toward the exposed toilet. "You don't know how long it will be until you can pee 


again and unless your Master is into watersports, it's usually a punishable offence to mess up on the floor.” 


"Surely," Jon said, taking his stance over the bowl and freeing his bladder, "there are instances..situations or 
whatever they're called.. that you don't have the time to prepare like this?" He finished up and flushed before 
moving to the basin. He politely averted his eyes as Ashleigh sat down. 


"Thank you," she murmured as she finished her ablutions. Washing her hands, she looked at Jon in the mirror 
and said, "There's going to be a lot of those situations, probably more often than not, but you just have to do 


your best and accept the punishment if necessary." 


She took his hand again and Jon followed meekly behind her, back to the main doorway. Ashleigh dropped his 


hand and started to do some stretches. "If you limber up now, you'll have less muscle burn," she explained. 


Jon knew that it made sense so he ran through his usual running warm-ups as he tried to calm his mind. It 
was only Richie, for Christ's sake. Hs Richie. His best friend, bandmate and sounding board.his past lover. He 
knew everything about the guy..or he thought he had. Jon still didn't know how this side of Richie had slipped 


past him and for so long. 


"Do you have any questions, Jon?" Beauty asked, kneeling on the floor, facing the door. "You know this man. You 
know his state of mind,” she said, as though reading Jon's mind. She patted the floor beside her and Jon 


lowered himself, wincing at the hard tiles under his knees. 
"The thing that bothers me is that..," he paused, trying to arrange his thoughts, "I've known Rich for all these 


always took the lead when we were kids and did fool around. But | guess in hindsight, | just assumed I'd been 
too drunk to..to...” 


"To take charge?" Beauty offered, her perfectly shaped eyebrow quirked upward. 


Jon huffed out a breath and nodded, "Yeah, | guess so. Jesus," he scrubbed his hands over his face. "I need a 


drink." 


"Nuh-uh," Beauty shook her head, her hair bouncing around her shoulders. "No drugs or alcohol are allowed for 
a planned scene. You're going to be experiencing a lot of different things during the scene; natural highs that 
don't need to be exacerbated by drugs of any kind. The Red Room has an SSC policy that keeps everything safe 


for participants." 


"SSC?" Jon asked, sitting back on his heels. He'd never felt so exposed as he did right now. Well, there were 
those times that his pants split on stage but this was a completely different feeling. 


"Hmm," Beauty nodded, leaning over to adjust Jon's posture and hand placements. "SSC stands for safe, sane and 
consensual, Self-explanatory really and the sane part is the no drugs or alcohol" Beauty quickly brushed her 
fingers through Jon's hair, tweaking it into position and nodding. "You're so handsome..no wonder Master wants 


you as a sub." 


Jon felt the blush rise from his chest. "And you live up to your name, Beauty," he said with a smile when she 


lowered her lashes at the compliment. 
"Where was |?" she continued. "Oh, yes. SSC. There's also RACK and PRICK." 
“Appropriate. Acronyms, | assume?" Jon smirked. "Explain those." 


"Right?!" Beauty nodded. "RACK is risk-aware consensual kink. It's similar to SSC but you can drill down on what 
the sub is willing to do.basically being more specific with your Master. It differs from SSC in that it 
acknowledges that nothing is ever inherently 100% safe." 


Jon nodded in understanding. 


"PRICK stands for personal, responsible, informed, consensual kink. The idea is that if you take personal 
responsibility for yourself and you're informed, then you can have some consensual kink. It's RACK with the 


responsibility for risk-awareness falling squarely on the individual, rather than just as an amorphous concept" 


"Fuck.| didn't know there were such strict controls over what is basically a little fun before sex," Jon replied, 
stretching his neck and setting as comfortably as possible. He was starting to feel a little calmer after 
Beauty's explanations. 


"That's a very simplistic and, perhaps, naive view of the kink lifestyle," Beauty said. "As long as you follow your 
Master's instructions to the letter then you'll do fine. Speaking of which, now is a good time to start clearing 


your head and wait for our Master quietly. Think of it as meditation time." 


"IIl try," Jon answered. He'd never been any good at just sitting and doing..nothing. It went against everything he 
practised. Work, work, then work some more. Dot had tried on numerous occasions to teach him to meditate 


with her but gave up after a while when kept sneaking out or reaching for the omnipresent notepad and pencil. 


Beauty gave his arm a reassuring squeeze before repositioning and lowering her head. He gazed at her for a 
moment. Her shoulders started to relax and her breathing regulated. He decided, stretching his neck once more, 


to give it a shot. 


Closing his eyes and lowering his head, Jon tried to clear his mind but he was still hyper-aware of every noise 
and every ache of his body. His poor cock didn't know what was going on. It didn't know whether to be excited 
about being in such close proximity to a naked woman and the possibility of sex or to shrivel up and hide due 
to being so exposed He decided that concentrating on Beauty's soft breathing beside him would be a good idea 
and he finally started to relax somewhat, drifting off within his mind. Which was why he was so startled when 


he heard Richie's voice from above him. 


"Very good, my pretties," Master Richie said in an imperious tone. "Now, Jonny.it's time to find out what kind 


of sub you are." 


** 

Richie POV 

After securing the downstairs area and setting the alarm, Richie removed his shoes at the base of the stairs, 
his jacket and shirt following soon after, leaving him in his pants and socks. Folding the clothes neatly, he draped 


them over the banister and started slowly up the stairs, reaching the landing without making a sound. 


He stopped, just outside the door, when he saw Jon and Beauty kneeling for him. He drank in the sight before 
him. Two people subjugated for him; kneeling, heads bowed and seemingly calm. 


He doubted that Jon was as calm inside as he appeared on the surface. Jon's eyes would always be his tell and 


Richie had had years of practice reading them and dealing with what they told him. 


Richie shed his socks, balling them up and tossing them back down the stairs. He stepped over the threshold. 
There was a notable difference in how Beauty and Jon reacted when he spoke. The one that was used to taking 
control stiffened, daring to raise his chin and therefore his eyes, to his Master. Beauty, on the other hand, did 


not move apart from straightening her spine. 


The Master stood in front of his newest sub, arms crossed and legs at shoulder-width apart, and met the 
challenging blue eyes. There would be some allowances to be made for a brand new sub, however, if the 


lessons didn't start straight away then Jon would have difficulties further down the track. 


"Beauty!" Master Richie snapped, his gaze never wavering from the partly defiant, partly wary blue eyes of his 
friend. Jon's eyes went wide in surprise for a fleeting moment. Richie saw that he swallowed heavily, also. "Did | 


not instruct you to teach your counterpart his first lessons?" 
"You did, Master," Beauty replied. 


"Do you dare to raise your head at your Master's inspection?” her Master continued, stepping slowly around 


his kneeling submissives. 
"No, Master," Beauty said meekly. 


Richie stopped directly behind his Beauty. He could sense Jon's unease and chose to ignore it as he grabbed 
Beauty by the hair, yanking her head backwards. "I think you need a revision lesson, don't you?" he growled, his 


face mere inches from hers. 


"As you wish, Master," Beauty breathed heavily. Her eyes were sparkling and her tongue darted out to touch 
her bottom lip. Richie felt his cock twitch to life and he regretted his choice of leaving his pants on. "Up! Get 
up," he said, tugging on Beauty's hair, forcing her to her feet and hauling her naked body against his. 


"I love the feel of your hair, Beauty," Richie murmured, his lips a mere angel's kiss away from her ear, “as it's 
wrapped around my fist. | love the way it can be used as a weapon against you," he wrenched at the strands 


painfully, making Beauty yelp in surprise. "Then the next moment, be the source of your pleasure." 


Richie was vaguely aware of Jon, still kneeling beside them, watching every moment and, no doubt, his erection 


starting to swell to life. He had a plan for that but for now, Beauty was his sole focus. 


"The soft little moans that fall from your lips as | press my fingertips," his fingers sought out her scalp, 
scratching lightly at it, "against your flesh. The goosebumps that break out over your skin when | do that. 
Your pretty little nipples stiffen into hard little pebbles," his free hand cupped her breast and he brushed his 
thumb over the little peak. 


He felt her breath hitch at the touch. Richie bent his head, ghosting his breath down Beauty's neck. He 
reached out his tongue, tasting her skin as he moved lower before capturing her nipple between his lips. He 


suckled strongly on the little nub, making her yelp in pain and attempt to arch away. 


Shifting them both but never breaking contact with her, Richie positioned Beauty so that her ass was almost 
in Jon's face. Richie relinquished the hold on Beauty's hair and dragged his hands down her back to the globes 
of her ample bottom, squeezing them hard. He tapped her foot with his own, widening her stance as he pulled 
off her breast with a pop. 


Richie looked down at the pliable woman in his arms. Her eyes were partially closed but her mouth was 
delightfully open and panting out short, little breaths as her head lolled to one side. Her lips were wet and ruby 
red from biting them as he had feasted at her breast. 


Richie heard Jon moan softly when Beauty's sweet, juicy scent filled the air as her arousal started to seep 
from her folds. Richie's eyes slid over Beauty's shoulder to Jon, making his assessment of his new sub. 
Gripping the fleshy muscles of Beauty's ass, Richie separated them, exposing her wet lower lips to Jon's gaze. 


"You want some of this, my pretty?" he asked, noting the way Jon licked his lips. He also smirked when Jon 
snarled silently over the use of the pet name, his blue eyes flashing with fire. His new underling still needed 
breaking. 


"Enough of the fun and games," Richie said, releasing Beauty from his hold. "There are punishments to be 
meted out. Over to the bench with you, Beauty. Wait for me. | need to deal with my new plaything first." He 


spanked her rump with a single, sharp slap. 

"Yes, Master," she whimpered and lowered to her knees and crawled to the middle of the room. 

Richie, meanwhile, focused his attention on his defiant one. "You don't like me calling you my pretty , do you?" 
he asked as he slowly stepped around Jon. "You've hated being called pretty all your life, haven't you? You'll 
always be thought of as pretty .even when you're old and grey." 


Jon eyed him warily, nostrils flaring in an effort to stay silent. 


Richie knew he'd hit a nerve. It was the bane of Jon's life. Their late-night, booze-filled discussions had 
revealed their hidden, deepest, darkest fears and secrets. 


"Your looks drew those cougars to you as a young boy, so you hate them," Richie continued. "You hate that 
your looks overshadow your music..but you've learned how to use them regardless, haven't you? You've 


learned how to harness this pretty face and encourage those cougars, those women, those men, to you." 


"They all come . They all want you," Richie said. He leaned down to continue talking, getting closer to Jon's ear, 


and murmured, “But do you want them..do you need them? How does it make you feel to know that those 


women, and a good portion of those men, think about how pretty you are as they masturbate over your 


pictures." 
"I know | have," he growled hotly over Jon's ear, making the man in question's breathing hitch violently. 


Richie stepped away, walking to a display of his favourite items to play with, petting Beauty on her head and 
murmuring words of praise on his way past. He considered what would be appropriate for use on Jon for his 
first time. He chose a vibrating cock ring with its remote control. He was about to walk back when a bright 
red ball gag caught his eye. He pulled it off the hook and smiled because, knowing Jon the way he did, he 
wouldn't be able to keep his mouth shut for too much longer. 


Richie turned from the display and strolled back to Jon, coming to a halt behind him. Standing as close as he 
could, he threaded his fingers through Jon's hair. "All this pretty hair. It used to drive me wild when we were 
younger," he spoke just loud enough, as though he was speaking to himself. 


"l used to love wrapping it around my fist," Richie continued, playing with Jon's shorter locks. "Little did you 
realise, baby," he said, "that | used it to control you back then too." He tightened his fingers into the strands 
and rolled his hips against the back of Jon's head, imitating what he used to do when Jon was giving him head. 


"Fuck! That hurts," Jon snarled, reaching up to grasp at Richie's wrist. 


"Tsk tsk, my pretty," the Master taunted, noting that Jon's erection had deflated somewhat in response to the 


unexpected pain in his scalp. "If you think that hurts..then you're in for a world of pain in the near future." 


Richie pushed Jon's head away with a sharp shove, forcing him to catch himself on his hands. Richie reached 
for the gag, saying, "| see Beauty neglected to school you in the most important rule, too.” 


As Jon righted himself back to his knees, Richie wrested the rubber ball into Jon's mouth. "Open those pretty 
pearlies for your Master," Richie said as Jon fought for control with everything he had but Richie, having the 
advantage of experience and positioning, finally succeeded in forcing Jon's mouth open, quickly buckling the 
straps closed. Richie gripped Jon's head, tilting his head back against his belly. He looked into the icy blue eyes 
that flashed with anger laced with a good dose of lust. 


Richie said quietly but firmly, "Listen and listen well! If you feel as though you're going to freak out or pass 
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out, you start humming Bad Name. Nice and loud. I'll call an immediate halt to the scene and set you free. Do 

you understand me, Jonny?" 


Jon nodded once and Richie acknowledged that with a caress of Jon's cheek with the back of his fingers. 


"You've turned into such a little beast, my love," Richie said, slapping Jon's face with a crack of his palm. Jon 


groaned and Richie noted that Jon's cock definitely showed renewed signs of interest. 


"Stand up!" Richie barked to Jon as he reached for the cock ring from the nearby table. Jon rose and eyed off 
the toy in Richie's hand warily. Richie held Jon's eyes as he fitted the ring expertly with sure hands. 


Dropping to his haunches, Richie made a visual inspection of his handiwork, ensuring that none of Jon's skin was 
pinched and that the quick release was positioned correctly. Giving Jon's cock a quick swipe with his tongue, 
making his friend's knees wobble dangerously, Richie stood upright again. "Back on your knees, Beastie." 


Smirking to himself, Richie rolled the term through his head for a moment. It then occurred to him; his Beauty 
and now his Beast. He laughed out loud and said, "My own version of Beauty and the Beast. Somehow, | don't 
think Disney will be interested in this version though." 


He turned his attention back to Jon, making sure he was comfortable. "Stay there, my beastie," he instructed 


before striding over to Beauty. 


Coming to a standstill in front of the woman wearing his collar, he waited silently, building the anticipation, the 
implied threat of punishment. 


"What do you have to say for yourself, Beauty?" Richie asked in a low, almost menacing voice. "Were you not 


instructed to prepare our new playmate? Did that not include not showing any defiance?" 
‘lm sorry, Master," Beauty said clearly though her head was bowed. 


"Sorry?! You're sorry?!" Richie snarled. "Somehow | think you were deliberately looking for punishment, Beauty. 


Is that what it was? Letting the Beast take the fall when it was all your fault?" 


Beauty's breathing had become rapid and a delightful blush had tainted her skin. She may not have willingly set 
out to forget to tell Jon, but Richie was quite sure that Beauty was chasing her punishment. If that's what 
she wanted, then that's what his Beauty was going to get. 


"Show me how sorry you are, you disobedient slut," her Master said, reaching for the fastening on his pants, 
letting them drop to the floor and pool at his feet. He wrapped his hand around his dick and stroked it into full 
thickness. "Open your mouth before | find something that will." 


Beauty tilted her head back. Green eyes were shiny with tears and her pretty pink lips were wet and full from 
being bitten between her teeth. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips again before opening her mouth. 


Richie breathed out slowly as he laid his cock against her tongue, feeling the flutter of the agile muscle against 
his most sensitive skin. Beauty closed her lips around him and the heat of her mouth enveloped him. 


"That's it, my Beauty,” he murmured. "Take it all in. Open that throat up for me." 


This was no time for enjoyment though, he was there to issue her punishment. With a roll of his hips, he 
started to fuck her mouth mercilessly until she was breathless, gagging and tearful. With a final deep thrust, 


holding her still until he judged that Beauty had had enough, Richie pulled free letting Beauty drop forward, 
gasping for breath. 


"Up on the bench, my little pain slut," her Master ordered. As Richie pulled his pants back up his legs, the 
zipper only half-fastened because of his erection, he looked over at Jon, catching him in the act of dropping 
his gaze again. His little beastie was hard and no doubt, desperate to relieve the need to touch his weeping 


cock. 


As soon as Beauty had settled herself comfortably, Richie attached the fastenings to her wrist cuffs and 
attached the anklets spreading her over the spanking bench. He adjusted Beauty's positioning before choosing a 
leather flogger with a glass handle that could be used as a dildo. 


"Beauty," Master Richie said. "You are to receive ten spanks of my hand for not enforcing that our new 
playmate must avert his eyes to his Master and ten lashes with this flogger for Jon failing to keep his mouth 


shut. Do you understand me? 
"Yes, Master," Beauty replied, breathless and unsettled as she wiggled her bottom in anticipation. 


"Beastie!" Richie called back over his shoulder to Jon. "Eyes this way! You will watch every moment. You wil 


learn about respect! Or you will receive a similar punishment." 
When granted permission, Jon, who had raised his head, nodded, his eyes wide as he took in the whole scene. 


Richie moved to the end of the bench where Beauty's smooth bottom waited for him. He smoothed his hands 
over the almost clear flesh, his marks from a couple of days ago, faded now. He kneaded the globes with sure 


fingers, warming the muscles enough to receive the ensuing blows. 


With two short, sharp slaps, Master Richie delivered the first of ten spanks one to each cheek. Waiting until 
the handprints bloomed pink against Beauty's creamy flesh, soothing his hands gently over each one before 


delivering the next two and the next until all ten had been issued. 


"That's my Beauty," Richie murmured, petting her as though she were a cat. Slowly, from head to tail, feeling 
every bump of her spine undulated against his fingers. 


He kissed the warmed flesh of her ass, nicely pink and pliable, making sure Beauty was comfortable before 
continuing. Sliding his fingers through her slick folds, her heady fragrance filling his olfactory, Richie found the 
little button that would trigger her undoing. He skirted his finger around her clit, barely touching where she 
was desperate for touch, making Beauty cry out and squirm harder, always seeking more of her Master's 


attention. 


'Mmm.please, Master," Beauty panted. "Please touch me." 


"But | am, my pet," her Master replied. "Are you not satisfied with my fingers?" Delving his fingers deeply into 
her honey pot, Richie scooped up some of her sweet nectar. Beauty whimpered pitifully. Rubbing his fingers 
together when he withdrew them, feeling the warmth, appreciating the fragrance, as he waited for her 


response. 
"| want more, Master," she begged. 


Richie casually walked over to Jon and smeared Beauty's juices over Jon's top lip, right beneath his nose. 


"Enjoy, Beastie," he murmured, patting Jon's face before walking away again 


"You haven't received the rest of your punishment yet," he reminded her. "You will get your reward at the 
end, have no doubt about that, my sweet" Retrieving the flogger from where he'd left it, Richie circled Beauty 


once, twice, teasing her with his presence. 


Richie stopped at her flanks, running his hand down the closest one, he proceeded to tease her with the glass 
handle of the flogger. "If my fingers weren't enough, Beauty," he said, his tone low and full of promises, "maybe 
this might suffice until you get some cock into your greedy pussy?" 


Rubbing the blunt, rounded end through her juices before circling her clit with it, he then pushed it gently into 
her entrance. Richie repeated his actions until her thighs were slick and the air was heavy with pheromones. 
As Beauty begged for more, her body shifting restlessly against the spanking bench, Richie withdrew the glass 


and sucked it clean. 


Settling his grip around the now-clean handle, he drew his arm back and sent the flogger snapping against 


Beauty's ass, ripping a scream from the woman. 


He managed to get through just more than half of the required strikes before he heard Jon's muffled protest. 
Richie whipped his head around to see Jon rising from the floor. 


"Don't you dare!" Richie yelled, pointing to Jon, forcing him to freeze like a statue mid-rise. 
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"Don't you dare!" Richie yelled, pointing to Jon, forcing him to freeze mid-rise, like a statue. "You defy your 
Master by breaking your position?!" 


He hated being interrupted when he had a good swing happening with an implement unless it was of his own 


doing. "You will stay like that now, Beast, until | have finished. ls that understood?" 


Richie hadn't bargained on Jon's protectiveness causing him issues, only his need for control. But it made sense 
to him too. Jon would be livid and embarrassed that Beauty was receiving punishments for his wrong-doings 


and it was creating the perfect storm. 


He sent the flogger to Beauty's flesh a little harder than he should have for the remainder of the set, 
instantly regretting Jon's ill-discipline getting under his skin. He tossed the flogger angrily to the floor before 
soothing his hands over Beauty's rump. It was beautifully rosy red and hot to the touch and the woman 


squirmed when he fingered some of the more prominent welts. 


It was only when he felt calm enough that Richie turned his attention back to Jon. He strode over to where 
Jon was still mid-rise, noting that a fine sheen of sweat had broken out over Jon's face from the effort of 
standing in the one position. Grabbing Jon by the ear, Richie drew him up to full height and stood toe-to-toe 
with him. 


He smirked slightly when he saw the hint of fear shadowing the challenge in the blue eyes he was looking into. 
"What were you going to do, huh, Jonny?" Richie taunted his friend. "If you were serious about confronting me 
and saving Beauty, my words would not have stopped you. Would they?!" 


Richie could almost see the steam coming out of Jon's ears, knowing that he was right. Jon could have easily 
unbuckled the gag from his mouth and pulled Richie away from Beauty yet here he was, still gagged and bound 
by his words alone. 


"I thought so," Richie sneered. "Stay!" 


Moving to a cabinet full of leather items. He retrieved two ankle cuffs, the matching pair to the wrist cuffs 
Jon currently wore. After moving back to Jon, Richie dropped to his haunches and affixed the cuffs to Jon's 
ankles before he stood upright again. 


Richie surprised Jon by grabbing his ear and dragging him over to the bench, positioning him to the side where 
Jon would be able to see both Beauty's face and her backside. 


"On your knees, Beastie," he said, pushing his thumb into a pressure point on Jon's shoulder, dropping him 
instantly to his knees with a muffled grunt. 


"If you wanna watch you're gonna do it properly," Richie said, bending to attach lengths of leather with quick 
release clips at either end, effectively tying Jon's wrists behind his back to his ankles. "You're gonna have the 
best position to view the fun, too." 


‘| saw you watching before, did you know that?!" Richie asked, rhetorically, checking the restraints on Jon 


"You don't think | was aware of every heartbeat you made?!" 


"It is my job to keep you both safe," Richie continued. "| can't keep one safe mid-scene if | have to concentrate 


on keeping myself safe from the other. Beauty was in no danger until you distracted me." 


He gripped Jon's face, forcing him to face him. "It wasn't until affer your interruption, that my strikes got 
harder. As it is, | have broken her perfect skin in only a few places but | could have done Beauty some real 
damage if I'd continued too long. Do you understand me, Beast?!" 


Richie noted with some satisfaction that Jon had put the two together. Jon frowned, his jaw working around 
the gag in frustration, and nodded. Richie watched the blue eyes flick to Beauty and then back to him, showing 


them filled with remorse. 


"You need to see Beauty enjoying herself. You will watch every second!" Richie paused a moment, trying to 
convey some kind of message of Trust me as he gazed into Jon's blue eyes. When Jon gave him a slow blink, he 


nodded once and stood. 
On his way to his collection, Richie stopped at Beauty's head and dropped down to her height. "Traffic light?" 
"Green, Master," Beauty replied, breathless, but her green eyes were crystal clear. 


"Are you up for a little more, my sweet little pain slut?" he asked. "Since your tutelage of our little beastie 


was so severely lacking, l'm adding ten of my pleasure to your penalty." 
‘Mmm..yes! Thank you, Master." 


He kissed her and petted her head before turning his next comments to Jon. "Safewords..or in this instance a 
traffic light system, is designed to let the Dom or Master know where their sub is on their pain threshold. 
Pretty self-explanatory when you use the colour system which is why The Red Room has made it part of 


their regulations." 


Richie saw the understanding in Jon's eyes. He stood and moved over to the display of paddles, whips and 
floggers. Choosing a tawse as a compromise between the floggers and the harder whips and paddles, he tested 
it against his hand, satisfied that it was the right one. Similar to a paddle, the split tongue of leather gave it a 
little more flexibility than a standard paddle yet still delivered the required amount of sting and colouring. 


He turned, letting them both see the chosen implement and was rewarded with two different responses. 


Beauty's was one of eagerness, the pain slut's anticipation of punishment, whereas Jon's was more one of 


shock or disbelief. 


From where he stood, something caught his eye on another shelf. He smirked and reached for it; a hot pink 
anal plug. Richie thought the colour was perfect for his Beauty. He tossed it around in the air once, twice, 
drawing their attention to it. 


Tucking the tawse under his arm, Richie explained to Jon, "This," he squirted a generous amount of lube from 
the ever-present bottles around the room into his hand and coated the plug with it, "will shift and move with 
every strike. When | do this to you, Beastie, I'll make sure | use one that will hit your prostate with each 
movement. You'll be seeing stars before you know it. In Beauty's case, it will just give the illusion of being filled 


with dick." 


Richie gently inserted the lubed plug into Beauty, praising her, soothing her until it finally settled into place. 
Dropping to his haunches, Richie rewarded his Beauty by playing in her slippery folds until she was a wriggling, 
needy bundle of nerves. 


To his side, Jon was shifting uncomfortably on his knees. The fragrance emanating from Beauty was filling the 
air with thick, sweet lusciousness and Jon's nose was flaring in response, not to mention the steady pulse in his 


erection. 


"Are you ready, my Beauty?" Richie asked, loud enough for Jon to hear. "Ten strokes with the tawse for Jon's 


lack of overall discipline." 
"Mmm..thank you, Master," Beauty sighed and wiggled in anticipation. 


Richie positioned himself at Beauty's legs, standing opposite to Jon He ran the leather over Beauty's warmed 
skin before drawing his arm back and allowing the tawse to strike her squarely on the closest cheek. 


Beauty grunted in surprise, panting through the pain as Richie reared back and evened up the count on the 
opposite side. Master Richie proceeded slowly, soothing the flesh and making sure the slight open wounds didn't 
worsen, in between each set and giving himself time to check on both subs. He noticed Jon flinched with each 


blow, especially when Beauty's cries became louder. 


With one particularly savage blow, Jon turned his head from the sight, but at the same time, restlessly 
shifted his hips as though seeking relief for his dick. 


"Beastie!" Richie barked, taking a dozen large steps to Jon. Gripping him by the hair, Richie redirected Jon's 
eyes forward. "| told you to watch every goddamn second..and that's what you will do. You will be getting your 
punishment very.very soon" He ran the tawse beneath his underling's chin, across his throat and felt Jon's 
full-body shiver through his fingers. Pushing Jon's head away, Richie stalked back to finish the final set of two, 
all the while contemplating what he was going to do with Jon. 


As the leather struck Beauty's bottom for the last time, Richie tossed it to the closest surface and laid his 
palms against the abused flesh with a feeling of satisfaction and ownership. Dropping to his haunches between 
her spread thighs, Richie laid soft kisses over the reddened globes, running his tongue over the small bloody 
beads. The tawse had coloured in the lace intricacies that the flogger had etched earlier. He tugged playfully on 


the pink plug causing Beauty to moan and sniffle piteously. He also heard Jon's laboured breathing from where 
he knelt. 


"So pretty," Richie murmured, admiring his handiwork. "I'm so proud of you, my Beauty. You will soon get your 
reward" With a bent knuckle, he scooped up some of Beauty's juices and brought it to his lips. Turning to Jon, 
who was watching completely rapt, he suckled his finger into his mouth and waited for his Beastie's reaction 
He wasn't disappointed, either. 


Jon whimpered, his eyes pleading as he worked at the ball in his mouth. His cock and balls, dark heavy with 
restricted blood flow, angrily bobbing around looking for any kind of relief. He yanked against his restraints in 


frustration 


"What's the matter, Beastie?" Richie asked, rising from between Beauty's thighs. "Looking for some action?" He 
made the few steps to Jon seem interminable, the blue eyes watching his every movement, sending a thrill 


through him. 


Squatting down in front of Jon, Richie let a dirty smirk slither across his face as he palmed himself through 
his pants. "Do you want some of Beauty's pretty pink pussy that tastes so sweet?" Richie asked. "Or do you 
want some of this?" Jon's eyes flicked between Beauty and to Richie's hand. 


Jon's eyes slid closed and he whimpered again as a shudder went through him. His blue eyes opened again, 


cloudy and unfocused with desire. 


"Or..." Richie dropped the tone of his voice to a seductive velvet, "do you want us both, Beastie?" Similar to 
Beauty, Richie gathered Jon's slippery offering and brought it to his mouth, sliding it over his bottom lip. 
Keeping eye contact with Jon, Richie brought his tongue out to dance across his lip before drawing it in 
between his teeth. 


"Tell me, Beastie,” Richie said, rising to his feet again so that his cloth-covered straining erection was in Jon's 


line of sight. "Have you learned your lesson about showing your Master some respect and not back-chatting?" 
Jon's eyes went wide momentarily before he nodded and dropped his head as instructed. 


"Hmm," Richie murmured, "I'm not so sure. And I'm not so sure that you've learned to control your impulses 


when it comes to obeying commands." 


Jon nodded, his arm muscles flexing against their restricted positions as Richie stood before him, seemingly 
contemplating what to do as he idly fondled himself. It didn't hurt to keep Jon guessing a little; the anticipation 
would only serve to heighten his arousal. He moved suddenly, behind Jon and bent to unfasten the tethers 
between Jon's wrists and ankles but keeping them firmly in his hands. "Stand up, Beastie." 


Jon stood on shaking legs, stretching them gingerly. Richie allowed him a moment to do so knowing that Jon's 


knees were prone to minor injuries, before dragging him closer to the bench. 


He positioned Jon between Beauty's spread thighs and, with his free hand, gripped Jon by the hair, forcing his 
gaze to where the woman was splayed before them both. Richie moved behind Jon, moulding himself to his 
singer's back and letting him feel his insistent hard-on against his ass. "You wanna..fuck her?" Richie asked, 
ghosting his breath over Jon's cheek. "You wanna sink that dick of yours into those juicy lips? Beauty..tighten 
up those muscles, babygirl, and show our Beastie what he could be enjoying.’ 


Richie felt Jon's breathing become laboured and his heart rate increase as Beauty clenched and released as 


instructed. 


‘Isn't her ass pretty?" Richie crooned. "The stripes are magnificent, even if | do say so myself" Reaching 
around Jon, Richie fingered the deeper, fine lines made by the flogger and had cut into Beauty's skin, no deeper 
than a cat scratch, pressing both his fingers and his hardening cock against the respective flesh. He was 


rewarded with a sweet cry from Beauty and a shaky breath from Jon. 


"Beauty deserves a reward for taking her punishment like a good sub. Don't you think, Beastie?" Richie chuckled 
to himself. It was still tickling his sense of humour that he'd come up with his own Beauty and the Beast. "Off 
you go Beastie. Give my Beauty the reward she deserves." 


Jon whipped his head around in surprise and Richie, who had a plan, quirked his eyebrow at him and nodded. He 
tried to move his arms from behind his back but Richie kept a firm hold of the tethers. 


"| never said you could touch, Beastie. Just.fuck" Beauty shifted, moaning with wanton lust at her Master's 


words. 


With a shuddery sigh, Jon, bending his knees slightly, angled himself enough to be able to line his bound cock's 
tip to Beauty's slick pussy. He slid in easily with a grunt. Beauty groaned, shifting back greedily seeking more. 


Richie allowed Jon a few long minutes of pleasure, enjoying the sight and sounds of Jon thrusting into Beauty 
with abandon. Both of his subs were moaning incoherently, letting pure pleasure guide their actions, the stench 
of sex filling his nostril was going straight to his gut. 


"Stop!" the Master said, placing a forceful hand on the small of Jon's back, effectively stopping him mid-thrust 
as he was buried deep within Beauty. 


Jon made a surprised noise, his eyes pleading for relief. 


"Beauty may have had her punishment," Richie said, "but you haven't." He reached for the small remote that 
was lying close by and pressed the button with an evil smirk before looping the lanyard around his neck, 
leaving his hands free. 


Jon shuddered as the vibrations that assaulted his balls, rippled through his body. Beauty yelped in surprise, 


chancing a quick look over her shoulder. 


Richie pushed Jon down over Beauty, causing his new sub to moan at the feel of the woman's heated and 
abused flesh against his own, as he worked quickly to tether Jon's arms to the bench on either side of Beauty. 
Once Jon's arms were restrained, Richie moved to Jon's legs, kicking them open and shackling the ankle straps 
to the bench also. Master Richie stood back and admired his handiwork. He added one more large strap around 
their joined hips. 


Jon groaned, trying to find relief, snapping his hips against Beauty uselessly. Richie watched patiently until Jon 
depleted his energy and sagged on top of the woman below. 


"Having fun, Beastie?" Richie asked, drawing Jon's attention, his eyes blazing. "If | take your gag out," he 
continued, pushing away from the occasional table he was leaning against, "will you keep your silence and speak 
only when spoken to?" 

Jon nodded quickly, his eyes pleading for his voice. 

Richie walked over to his bound subs. He bent in front of Beauty, kissing her deeply knowing that Jon was 
vainly trying to keep his weight from crushing the woman. Richie knew the bench was well padded and that 
Beauty was in no danger of being hurt. Beauty also had enough slack in her arm tethers to be able to push up 
if need be. 


He reached up and flicked the buckle open on Jon's gag, pulling it from those perfect white veneers. Jon gasped, 
drawing in a deep breath, working the stiffness from his jaw. 


"Traffic light, Jon?" Master Richie asked his newest sub. 


"Jon?!" Richie had to call his attention again as he continued to push away from Beauty. Richie could tell Jon 
was really worried that he was squashing her. "What's your colour, Beastie?" 


Jon's concerned blue eyes snapped up to Richie's, "Um.er..amber?" 

"Is that a question or a statement, Beastie?" Richie said He knew that he hadn't done anything physically to 
harm Jon, but his mental health was just as important. "Tell me why you're calling amber when I've barely 
Touched you?" 

"Permission to speak.Master," Jon breathed 

"Granted." 


I'm too heavy," Jon said. 


Richie tsked under his breath slightly, opting to teach his Beastie the finer points of safe words, by example. 
Next time, it would be with punishment. "Beauty?" Richie asked. "Traffic light?" 


"Green, Master," Beauty answered without hesitation, if not a little breathlessly. 
"Good girl," he praised before returning to address Jon's concerns. "You only answer for yourself, Beastie. Let 


me worry about whether or not you're too heavy. You don't know if I've done it for a reason" Richie watched 


the cogs try to turn in that pretty head before he continued. "Now..my Beastie, traffic light?" 


Jon inhaled a shuddery breath and met Richie's gaze. "Green, Master.” 


Richie smiled and petted the blonde-haired man. "Good boy," he said, shifting his palm down to Jon's cheek and 
delighting in the way that he nuzzled into it. "For that..you both deserve a small reward." 


He pressed the button once more on the remote and revelled in his subs' responses. Two sets of eyes snapped 
his way, one green, one blue, as the vibrations intensified. While his two subs were enjoying the torturous 
pleasure of the vibrations, he wandered over to his array of toys and chose something appropriate for Jon. He 
thought he would show his new sub the joy of being spanked while being stretched and filled. He wanted Jon 
open and ready before he fucked him. 


He turned back and stood in front of his bound blondes, easing back on the vibrations slightly, Richie held the 
plug in front of their contorted faces. He pressed it against Beauty's mouth first, "Suck it, Beauty. Get it nice 


and wet for Jonny-boy's ass," he said, holding Jon's wide-eyed gaze. 


Beauty's lips, red and swollen from biting on them, opened obediently and her tongue eagerly wrapped around 
the plug, pulling it into her mouth with a small moan of appreciation. It was long and slim but slightly curved 
with undulating sides for maximum sensation. "You want to suck on it too, Beastie? Get a feel of what's gonna 


slide nice and slow, into that ass of yours?" 
Jon swallowed heavily, his tongue darted out to wet his lips and nodded. "Y-yes please, Master." 


Richie smirked at Jon, finally getting the response he was looking for; his willing submission. It sent a jolt of 
excitement through him, his cock leapt in anticipation. Gently, prising the silicone device from Beauty's eager 
mouth with a small whimper from her, Richie offered it to Jon, holding it against his lips, waiting for them to 


open. 


He didn't have to wait long as Jon, with a small hiccup of breath, took it into his mouth willingly. Richie saw 
that Jon's hips were trying desperately to move against Beauty's as he suckled on the plug. Richie released 
himself from behind the partially fastened zip of his pants as he stood before his subs, letting them both see 
how pleased he was with them. 


Beauty begged softly for it and he obliged her pleas slipping into her mouth as Jon continued to work the toy, 
in his mouth. Richie, who still had hold of the end of the toy, matched his thrusts as he slid in and out of 
Beauty's mouth, sliding the silicone in and out of Jon's mouth. It had been a while since the Master had two 


subs at his disposal at once and it was turning him on to new levels of desire. 


He withdrew, both himself from Beauty and the toy from Jon, and moved to the other end of the bench. "I 
wasn't planning on pushing you this far tonight, Beastie," his Master said as he pumped out a generous amount 
of lube and watched it cascade through Jon's cheeks down to Beauty's luscious nether lips. 


"But | think you'll like this," he continued as he circled his fingers through the liquid that covered them both. 


He knew keeping them both restrained like this would cause Beauty's sweet nectar to dissipate somewhat. He 


was satisfied when both their legs started to tremble from his teasing and when he had them begging for 


release. 


Richie gently pressed the plug against Jon's ass, working the silicone into the tight entrance, in small 
increments. The widest part slipped through the aperture finally, with a guttural cry from Jon, leaving the flat 
end to innocently hide the stretch. Richie released the strap that bound Beauty and Jon's hips and caressed 


Jon's creamy white cheeks. 


"You're free to move, my pretties," he murmured, before issuing two sharp slaps of his hand, leaving the 
perfect pink imprint of his hand. Jon grunted and his hips bucked against Beauty's as their Master kneaded 
Jon's flesh. In the next volley of spanks, Richie made sure they landed close enough to the end of the plug, in 
readiness for the remainder of the demonstration The next few covered it completely which had Jon arching 


his back, trying to escape the onslaught. 


"Do you feel that, Beastie?" Richie said, toying with the plug mercilessly. "Can you feel the tip of it hitting you 
deep inside, just as your cock head is hitting Beauty's G-spot?" 


Jon nodded, moving restlessly against his restraints. "Y-yes, Master," he panted as Beauty's muffled pleas for 


release filled the air. 


With a wicked grin, Richie pressed the button on the remote, watching the two bodies writhe against each 
other as he stroked himself absently with his spare hand. He saw Jon's hands clenching open and closed, 
reaching for something, anything to hold onto until they connected with Beauty's. Richie smiled when Jon linked 
his fingers with Beauty's and his head dropped to her neck, mouthing at the sweat-dampened skin below his 


lips. His pleasure was overriding any pain he was feeling. 


Richie walked around his bound submissives, touching them, caressing them, encouraging them, teasing them 


but most of all conveying his love for them through his actions and murmured words of praise. 


Prising the plug from Jon's ass and letting it drop to the floor at his feet, Richie had almost reached the end 
of his tether. Grabbing the lube and smearing himself liberally with it, he stepped up between their legs and, 
with a teasing swipe of his cock-head through Beauty's slick, pink lips, where Jon was intimately joined and over 
his tight ball sac to the entrance that had been recently exposed. Richie gripped himself just below the crown 
and pressed himself against Jon's tight muscle. 


"Open up for me, Beastie," he murmured, soothing his singer by rubbing Jon's lower back with his other hand. 


"Your Master is demanding entrance." 
Feeling the slight give, Richie took his chance and pushed through with one thrust and both he and Jon cried 
out with the force of it. Richie curled his fingers into Jon's flesh, hard enough to leave marks, as he waited 


with barely controlled patience for Jon's body to relax. 


"That's it, my Beastie," he coved. "Relax and you both will have the sweetest rewards." 


Jon whimpered, yanking on his wrist bindings in frustration and panting heavily, but eventually pushed back 


against Richie in silent acquiescence. 


Riche took pleasure in the heat of Jon's body, delighting in the way it was clenching and releasing around him. 
He could feel the vibrations of the cock ring, the swollen patch deep within his lover and the way Jon's body 
responded to the stimuli. He revelled in the moments as each of his thrusts brought the three of them to 
dizzying heights. 


Time felt as though it was a living-breathing entity in the room, forever changing as the minutes ticked by 
and Richie felt as though he had ultimate control of it. Winding the clock forward with every hard and fast 
thrust then slowing it down to almost a standstill as he basked in the feel of dragging his cock through Jon's 
tight ass. 


He felt the familiar curl of his release building in the pit of his gut, insinuating its way around his bones, 
turning his blood thick. Every cry from Beauty made his heart thump with renewed desire and he envied Jon's 


cock for being buried within her sweet, soft walls. 


"Are you ready for your rewards, my pretties?" Richie asked as he touched them both, drawing their 
attention to him. Reaching around the writhing bodies, he slid his finger around Beauty's tormented clit, making 
her cry out pitifully as he took her to the edge, feeling the effects of that rippling through her to Jon and 
ultimately, himself. 


"Oh..p-please.., she whimpered. "Please, Master," Jon growled, still restricted by the ring around his cock, as 
she tightened up around him. 


Richie chuckled darkly in Jon's ear. "| hope you've enjoyed yourself, Beastie?" he asked. "| can teach you the art 
of submission.any day, any time." He moved his hands between the perpetually moving bodies. Sifting his 
fingers through Jon's pubes, Richie felt the man's shudder against his palm as he searched for the release 
catch on the vibrating ring. Placing his thumbnail on the small catch, Richie murmured to Jon, "You wait for 


my permission, Beastie. You understand me?" 
Jon nodded, "Y-yes, Master," he groaned. 


Richie flicked the clasp open and he carefully removed it from around Jon's turgid erection and fecund balls. 
Jon gasped as blood flowed freely again and Beauty moaned as the renewed flow filled the cock within her. 
Letting the device, now superfluous, drop to the floor with a gentle hum against his foot, Richie bent over 
Jon's back and laid kisses wherever he could reach over the undulating muscles. 


"That's it, my pretties. Enjoy yourselves," Master Richie said as he resumed the rocking of his hips, setting off 
a chain reaction between the three of them. "You've earned this," he said, increasing his tempo and ferocity of 


his thrusts, fanning the flames beneath the tinder box of his submissives' lust. 


When he felt his release mere moments away, Master Richie held on long enough to say, "Come for me, now, 


my loves," letting loose his climax and filling Jon with his thick cream. 


"Fuck!" he swore as Jon's muscles clamped down around him, feeling the pump of Jon's release through his 
captured dick. It overwhelmed Richie to a point where he was seeing stars behind his closed lids. He let 
Beauty's cry of completion wash over him, smiling when he felt the splash of her hot juices over his feet as 
the aftershocks coursed through the threesome. 


An indeterminate time later, he disengaged from Jon and bent to lap up the spilled cream from between his 
cheeks and where Jon was still joined with Beauty. A primal need to mark his territory found him biting into 
the soft flesh of the inside of their thighs, before releasing their restraints. 


Master Richie helped Jon to the floor so that he wouldn't fall over, with promises to return soon before 
scooping Beauty up into his arms and carrying her to the bed. Settling the exhausted woman into a nest of the 
softest pillows, Richie returned to Jon's side, helping him up from the floor and to the bed. 


Working swiftly, Richie brought warm, wet washcloths from the bathroom and cleaned the majority of the 


mess from their lax bodies and searched for any damage he may have caused. 


After tending to Beauty's slight wounds with antiseptic cream and some arnica for the bruising, Richie cleaned 
himself, temporarily leaving his two subs dozing in each other's arms for comfort. To replenish their lost 
energy levels prepared a light snack of water, juice and some chocolate bars, the quickest and easiest to store 
since he didn't use the house that often Lowering the lights he brought the refreshments to the edge of the 
bed, setting them down on the side table. 


Beauty was curled up against Jon's side and for some reason, it caused a flutter of unease to course through 
him. Richie put it down to the fact that even after all these years, tendrils of jealousy easily wound their way 


through him over Jon's ability to have whatever woman he set his sights on 


Jon cracked open a sleepy eye and smiled at Richie, holding his hand out to Richie. "Come to bed.Master," he 
said, softly. "We need you." 


Richie's breathing hitched a little and he took Jon's hand, sliding into the bed with the sleeping woman between 
them. Richie stayed propped on his elbow so that he could see Jon as they spoke. 


"Are you okay, Jonny?" Richie asked quietly. 


"Hmm," Jon nodded. "Never better, Mookie. | can't remember the last time | came that hard" He always 


reverted to the old nickname when he was feeling soft and vulnerable, Richie noted. 


"You're both going to be sore tomorrow," Richie said. "But | give very good massages, I've been told" He smiled 
when Jon ducked his head, obviously remembering the same fond memory of old before a jaw-cracking yawn 


took hold of him. "We need to talk more but you also need sleep for recovery. I'll be right here when you wake, 


Jonny." He reached down and pulled the weighted blanket up, covering the three of them as Jon's eyes drooped 
closed. 


Richie had thought Jon had dropped off to sleep until he heard him say, "Love you, Mookie." 


"Love you too, Jonny," he returned as he settled down for the night, moving up behind Beauty and moulding 
himself to her back. 


žk ~ RK 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Let's see how Jon handles the morning after, shall we? 


Also..tadal A chapter with zero sexl! Don't keel over with shock! © 


Thanks to everyone who is reading! | hope you're enjoying it. 


Jon slowly came to, still drifting in the nether world between sleep and consciousness. His body, even his 


eyelids, felt too heavy to move as though it was weighted down. He was warm and comfortable so he let 


himself slide back into the deep. 


It could have been minutes or it could have been hours when he surfaced again. Something had disturbed him 
and he was struggling to place what it was until he heard the soft murmur of voices next to him. He figured 
he was dreaming, or at least in the remnants of one because he knew that Dot and the kids were still out of 
town. He must have been dreaming of the old days; when money was tight and they'd had to share hotel beds 


because he could swear he was hearing Richie's low rumble. 
‘Ssst.owl" a female voice hissed softly. "That one stings just a little." 


“M sorry, darlin," Richie said. "It'll feel better after | do this." 


Jon mentally smiled and congratulated his friend on some smooth moves..whatever they might have been. 


"I didn't mean for you to get hurt last night," Richie continued. Jon frowned to himself as he listened. "Jonny 


surprised me with his protectiveness over you. | was prepared for the control issue..not protectiveness." 


"Hmm..it was sweet, though, considering we'd only really just met," the female said. "How do you think he'll go in 


a harder scene?" 
Scene?! What scene? Jon asked himself groggily. 


"IIl have to work with him some more," Richie said. "Slowly build up to harsher floggings and whatnot. He 
certainly isn't a pain-slut like your beautiful self, darlin. But he i or could very well become a cum-slut. He's 


always chasing that high." 


As Jon listened to his best friend and his companion, the events of the previous days and nights flooded back 
into his brain like a tsunami. And, as though his pain receptors had been switched back on with that knowledge, 
the aches and pains of the scene last night flooded his senses. He made a mental checklist of them from one 
end of his body to the other and groaned when he got to his ass. The conversation continued uninterrupted so 


it clearly couldn't have been a loud utterance. 


But it wasn't just his own pain he felt, it was the awareness that because of his actions, Beauty had suffered. 
But how could he not come to a woman's defence when she was being abused in front of his eyes? It went 


against his whole upbringing where a man was supposed to covet and defend a woman in need. 


However, when he pushed his memories, Ashleigh..no, Beauty when she's playing, Richie said.gave the green 
safe word when Master Richie asked. As did he. Come to think of it, when his Master had asked him, all Jon 
could think about was getting that release of unloading his painfully heavy balls. He'd forgotten about the way 
his Master had been hitting Beauty with that paddle thing. He'd forgotten to defend Beauty. He'd forgotten 


about seeing her cut and bruised flesh. 


His only concern had been about himself. It was always about himself, his wishes, his commands, whether it 


was at home or with the band, with no thought or consequence of his actions. 


But it did have consequences this time. Beauty was hurt because he had distracted their Master. The more 
his thoughts chased each other through his head, the worse he started to feel. His heart began to race and 


his breathing became shallow, his stomach roiled dangerously. 


His eyes flew open and, with a gasp for breath, he sat upright, scrambling into the mound of pillows at his 
head, his eyes unseeing as his vision turned inward to what could have happened. Visions of Beauty's creamy 
skin flailed mercilessly and hanging in bloody strips. He was rubbing at his eyes, trying to rid himself of the 
perceived sight, when two strong arms wrapped around him. He startled, turning his head in a quick spin but 
relaxed a little once he saw that it was Richie. It was not enough, though, to prevent him noticing that 


something was different, missing maybe. 


*% 
Richie POV 


Richie was enjoying a warm, well-deserved shower with Ashleigh, delighting in running his hands over her 
slippery curves while continuing to check her injuries from last night. He'd made the right decision to apply the 
necessary salves before they slept rather than waiting for this morning, as they'd already started to heal. 


Ashleigh had just started to show her appreciation when Richie, still conscious of the sleeping man in the other 


room, heard a cry of distress. "Fuck," Richie cursed, his blood turning to ice. 
Ashleigh released Richie from her mouth, looked up at him and said, "Go. I'll be there soon" 


"Thanks, baby," he said, stepping around her and out of the stall. He grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his 
waist, hurrying to the bed when he saw the state Jon was in. Huddled at the top of the bed, in a state of 


panic, his new sub was frantically rubbing his hands over his eyes. 


Richie leapt on the bed quickly and pulled Jon into his arms. "Shh, Jonny," he soothed, holding the younger man 
tightly against his chest. "| gotcha. You're okay.just breathe for me." He kept repeating his instructions, kissing 
his face and soothing his hands over Jon in an effort to calm him. Richie idly noticed that Jon had switched to 


rubbing at his wrists but was distracted as the bathroom door opened. 


Ashleigh appeared, dry and wrapped in the fluffy robe he'd pointed out before their shower. “Sub drop?" she 
asked calmly as she sat down in front of Jon, shifting her fingers through his hair. 


"Hmm, looks like it," Richie nodded. "Although, there's probably guilt in there too." 
"Where are they?" Jon looked at Richie suddenly. "Where'd they go?" 
"Where's what, Jonny?" Richie asked. 


Jon held out his hands and exclaimed, "My cuffs! | was wrong. | failed and you don't want me anymore, so you 


took my cuffs away!" 


Richie clasped Jon's face in his hands, making sure that he maintained eye contact, and said, "You did nothing 
wrong, babe. | took them off when | removed Ashleigh's this morning before our shower." 


Ashleigh moved to retrieve the cuffs from the nightstand and handed them to Richie. "They're right here, 


sweetie," she said. "Right with mine." 


Richie kept his eyes trained on Jon's, wanting to know that he was understanding what he was about to say. 


"Jon.listen To me closely. You..did.nothing..wrong.” 


"But..but | did," he replied, licking his bottom lip. "l-I should have tried..," he looked to Ashleigh in some sort of 
explanation, "but then..and you." He stuttered to a halt. Jon looked back up at Richie. "Help me," he said in a 


small, earnest voice. 


Richie dropped Jon's cuffs on the bed and pulled the confused man into a fierce hug, just holding him as 
Ashleigh watched on, offering her own support. When they separated, Richie reached for the cuffs again, 
placing the soft leather into the other man's hands as he spoke. 


"You did nothing wrong, Jonny,” he reiterated. "It was my failing that got Beauty hurt. | failed to recognize that 
you were going to struggle with wanting to protect her. It's just a part of who you are. You don't gain the 


respect of a legion of loyal employees without caring for people and their welfare." 


"| promise you that it will never happen again,’ Richie said. "Until 've trained you further, there won't be any 
more threesome scenes. If l'm playing with Beauty, you'll be watching from a safe distance or you wil be 
restrained. Do you understand?" 


"Yes, Master," Jon mumbled, staring at the cuffs as his fingers moved without conscious thought over the 


worn leather surface. 

"And Beauty," Richie addressed Ashleigh. "Show Jon the extent of your injuries to put his mind at ease." 

‘Of course," Ashleigh replied with a gracious incline of her head. "May | speak to your Beast first, Master?" 
Richie nodded and Ashleigh positioned herself so that she could see Jon's face. "Thank you for trying to protect 
me," she said, "but that's what the safe words are for, sweetie. If | was in any serious pain, | wouldn't have 
hesitated to call red.and | would have trusted our Master to stop immediately.” 

"But.| heard you this morning," Jon said. "You're still in pain" 

"Yeah..but | love it. What can | say..." she smiled and shrugged as she stood, loosening the knot on the robe. She 
turned and dropped the robe to the floor, allowing Jon to see the marks on her backside. "You can touch me. 
Master Richie has treated the worst already." 

"Isn't it beautiful?" Richie asked, reaching out to caress the globes reverently. They were mottled with bruises 


and the welts were healing quickly. Ashleigh giggled softly as she wiggled her ass a little. When Jon didn't move, 
Ashleigh pulled the robe back up and knotted it again. 


Richie considered his friend for the moment. He'd calmed down considerably but was too much in his head, 


thinking. He clearly wanted to be cuffed but was still dealing with..something. 


“Ashleigh, darlin’, why don't you get dressed," Richie said, taking the woman's hand in his and kissing the back of 


her fingers. "I'm sorry but you'll have to wear yesterday's clothes again. Last night was unplanned” 


Ashleigh looked between the two men, understanding that they needed time alone and nodded. "Of course," she 
said, kissing them both before retrieving her clothes from where she placed them yesterday. 


Watching her leave, he thanked his lucky stars that she was an understanding woman. Her innate wisdom had 
obviously come from her profession as well as a caring heart. He was going to make sure he did everything in 


his power to keep her around 


Turning his attention back to Jon, who was holding the cuffs and rubbing his fingers over them, Richie took his 
newest sub's hands and stilled them. 


"Jon?" he spoke quietly as a full-body shudder went through his friend. 
"lm cold," Jon mumbled, without looking up. 


"Come on. Into the shower for you." He gently prised the cuffs from Jon's hands and laid them back beside 
Beauty's collar and bracelets. He linked his fingers with the younger man's and tugged him toward the 
bathroom, letting his towel drop just inside the door. 


"Wait there while | get the right temperature,” Richie instructed, leaving Jon standing just outside the shower 
door. It was a large shower, big enough for two people with room or three if they were nice and cosy with 
each other. There was a heated, tiled bench seat and the shower converted to a small steam room if required. 
On the recessed shelf were an array of shampoos, conditioners and shower gels, lubes and massage oils for 


individual choice. 


Richie stepped into the cubicle first and held his hand out for Jon to join him. "Come here, Jonny," he said, 


guiding him in and under the warm spray. "Relax and let me take care of you." 
"Kay," Jon mumbled and allowed Richie to move him around under the spray. 


Leaving Jon's hair to last, Richie grabbed a washcloth and some shower gel and bathed him from his neck down 
to his toes. No nook or cranny got overlooked as Richie cleaned and massaged Jon until, when he pulled Jon into 
his arms to wash his hair, he was as limp as the washcloth itself. 


As he worked the bubbles into his friend's hair, Richie said, “Jonny..if this is gonna work, babe, you gotta trust 
me. You gotta know that | would never hurt you or Ashleigh beyond what you both give permission for me to 


do." 


"I know. | do know that, Mookie," Jon sighed. "It's just that..you know..that good Catholic boy upbringing is hard to 
shake off sometimes. It's like | have Mom, Dad and Father Bishop all in my head. | don't know who l'm more 


afraid of, ya know?" 


"And thats what I'm trying to help you deal with, baby," Richie replied as his fingers worked against Jon's 
scalp. "Getting you outta your head so you can just.be free of all the restrictions and expectations that are 


laid on you.” 


"That sounds like heaven, Mookie," Jon replied, angling his head a little to encourage the magic fingers to a 


particular spot. 


"You were so close last night," Richie said, remembering how Jon had finally stopped thinking and was 
just feeling what was happening to him, if only for a few fleeting moments right before his release. "With a 
few more sessions..you'll be able to achieve subspace, that feeling of nothingness, faster and more easily.” 


"Will that mean waking up, feeling like shit every time?" he asked wryly, over his shoulder as he ducked his 
head beneath the spray to rinse out the shampoo. 


"Maybe," Richie admitted, reaching for the conditioner and squirting some into his palm. "Its too hard to tell at 
this stage." He waited until Jon had stopped rinsing before working the creamy conditioner through the dark 
blonde locks. "I think you just experienced a minor sub drop." 

"Sub drop?" Jon queried. 

"Yeah, it can happen after a scene. Your body released large amounts of endorphins and other hormones last 
night. That's why you felt so good, especially towards the end. It's often described as being similar to the high 
that athletes can experience during a long workout, or...” 


"A rock band playing a gig," Jon interrupted, with a small nod. 


"Exactly!" Richie replied "The drop you just experienced was probably due to the lack of those same hormones. 
You used up your supply of them last night and it simply takes time for your body to replace them." 


"So, how do you do that?" 


"Everyone is different. Take Beauty for example. All she requires is a nap and some energy food for her to 
recover. Others like to be held or just a weighted blanket, it depends on the individual." 


"Hmm," Jon hummed, acknowledging the explanation. 

"It could also depend on how heavy the scene is," Richie continued. "And don't think that the Dom doesn't suffer 
their own drop either. Just think of top-drop as being like the aftermath of a gig. You know when you're alone 
in the hotel room, your ears are ringing like a bitch and you just pace for a good while until you finally come 


down from that rush. Does that make sense?" 


"Yeah.definitely," Jon nodded and turned in Richie's arms. "I like this. This works for me." 


Richie smiled, seeing the blue eyes clear again, he continued, "We can work on what you like and what works 
for you throughout your training, though | suspect you will recover quickly since your body is well-practised 
in rebalancing hormones." Raking his fingers through Jon's wet hair, he gave the ends a little tug to indicate he 
was finished. "When | was subbing for Honey and Max. liked to have a cold soda for energy and a warm 


shower to relax the muscles and any soreness..which sounds contradictory but it worked." 


"You do like your showers," Jon smiled, wrapping his arms around Richie's waist. "You're always the last one 


out after a show.’ Jon puckered up and left a soft kiss against Richie's cheek. "Can | ask you something?" 


"Sure." He ran his fingers up and down Jon's spine and delighted at the shiver that raced through the younger 


man. 


"Do you think..." Jon said, looking slightly bashful. "Will it always be you fucking me from now on? | mean.wil 
lever get to, you know, fuck you sometimes? Or..maybe.play like that? Would you sub again for someone?" Jon 


indicated to the other room with a flick of his head. 
"You wanna top me sometimes?" Richie asked as a warm, fuzzy feeling bloomed in his chest. 
"| guess. mean.yeah, of course," Jon said, with a small shrug of his shoulder. 


‘I'd like that, baby," Richie smiled, dropping a kiss to Jon's mouth. "As for subbing again. Absolutely." He reached 
past Jon and turned off the water. It had started to chill anyway. "I never disliked being a sub but Max and 
Honey saw that | was a better Dom." He opened the door and stepped out and Jon followed. 


Wrapping a clean towel around his waist again, he reached for another and dried Jon down, as he had done 
while washing him. "But if you're thinking you can easily step in and play Dom to my sub, without training? 
That's not going to happen, babe," he said as he sat back on his haunches at Jon's feet, "You gotta learn from 
the bottom up..no pun intended." 


Jon smirked at the lameness of the pun before saying, "You know you don't have to do this, don't you? I'm not 
a kid." He made a grab for the towel, earning himself a sharp slap on his flank. 


"I know that, Beastie," Richie replied, "but | want to do it. Its part of your aftercare. It's the one way for me 
to check on you; mentally and physically, while showing you both how much | love you and care about Beauty. 
Taking care of my subs is also important for me. It's one of the ways | rebalance myself after a scene" 

He rose from his knees, not unaware that he'd made his declaration of love on his knees in front of the one 
person that mattered the most. Busying himself with hanging towels, he turned from the intense blue gaze 
that still had the ability to make him feel transparent when it comes to his feelings for Jon. 


"Rich?" Jon said. "Did you mean what you said in the shower last night?" 


"| said a lot of things, babe," Richie said and stopped fussing with the towels, looking at Jon over his shoulder. 


"That..that you used to fantasise about me with other men?" Jon said. 
Richie shrugged, saying, "Yeah. did what | had to do." 


"So did |," Jon replied, taking a step closer. "I did what was expected of me. What started off as..an 


arrangement, if you will.turned into a habit." 


As Jon stepped closer, Richie watched him warily. "It's now a habit that would cost me way too much to break, 


unfortunately. Both monetarily and.l do love Dottie, but.only as a dear friend and mother to my children." 
"What are you saying, Jonny?" Richie asked. 


Jon sighed and placed his palm on Richie's chest, over his heart, "I thought I'd lost you. | thought you were 
happy the way things were. If I'd known...” 


"You couldn't have done anything about it, Jonny," Richie said, lifting the hand from his chest and kissing it. 
"You're the.what do they call you? The poster boy for a happy marriage ?! It is what it is, babe. | get that.” 


"But its all a farce!" Jon cried in frustration. "| see that now. | want you to be happy , Mookie." 


"And | am..now," he replied. "Now that you know how | feel, now that you know about all of this." Richie stood 
in front of Jon and ran his thumb across his cheekbone, "now that you've agreed to be mine, in this capacity 


at least. | am happy." He kissed the man's lips sweetly. 
"Rich, I-," Jon started to talk but Richie silenced him with another kiss. 


"Yes, we need to talk," he said, "but right now, I'm starving and I'm sure you two are as well. We never did end 


up eating anything last night." 
"Is that why | have a bite mark on my thigh?" Jon smirked. 


"Yeah," he chuckled. "Don't worry, Ashleigh has a matching one. Go get dressed, Beastie, and be waiting for me 
to put your cuffs back on" 


Jon smiled brightly and left Richie to his thoughts as he tidied the bathroom. There was so much to unpack 
from this unexpected weekend, it was making his head spin. Making a rough plan for the rest of the day, Richie 
quickly finished setting things right in the bathroom, collecting the wet towels to be put in the wash and 
dropping them down the chute that went to the laundry below. He made a mental note to put the washer on 
while he cooked breakfast. 


Leaving the bathroom finally, he strode, naked, to his clothes from yesterday and pulled them on. Normally the 


use of the sanctuary was done after a little planning so he would've had clothes with him but, considering last 


night was unexpected, two-day-old clothes would have to do. He was pleased to see both Ashleigh and Jon 


waiting for him, in the required position, for the replacement of their collar and cuffs, respectively. 
"Beautifully done, my loves," he praised both his submissives, petting them as though they were beloved 
animals. Beauty purred into his hand as a cat would, seeking attention whereas Jon beamed up at him, giving 


Richie the impression of a dog receiving praise from its owner. 


After renewing his commitment to them both and placing his ownership symbols back onto their bodies, he 


said, "Clean up in here then meet me downstairs for your breakfast.” 

He left the playroom to his Beauty and his Beastie to wipe down the equipment and clean the toys while he 
trotted down the stairs. He set the washer up before entering the kitchen and pulled bacon, eggs and fruit 
from the refrigerator and bread from the keeper on the counter. He then put a pot of coffee on to brew 
while he prepped the ingredients. 

He was never a great cook but he knew how to make a mean breakfast. Heating two frying pans, he set about 
putting the bacon to fry before scrambling some eggs. In between tending to those, he cut some melon, apples 
and oranges into bite-size portions. 

"Damn, Mookie," Jon said as he followed Ashleigh through the house to the kitchen. "That smells good, brother." 
"Can we do anything?" Ashleigh asked, popping a piece of melon into her mouth. 


Richie turned, smiling, and said, "I thought we could eat outside on the patio in the morning sun" 


"Sounds wonderful," Ashleigh replied, sliding into Richie's outstretched arm and turning her face up to his for a 
kiss. 


"Then why don't you get the table ready and Jonny can cook the toast," Richie suggested. "I've only got white 
bread though, brother," he snickered over Ashleigh's head to Jon. "You like white toast, don't you, Jonny?" 


"Bite me, Sambora," Jon said without malice but gave him a decent stink-eye anyway. It was a sure indication 


that Jon was back on even ground now. 


"Yeah, | think I've already done that, Bongiovi," he retorted with a chuckle and earned himself a flip of Jon's 
middle finger. 


Jon slid him a grin from his post at the toaster. 


Standing in front of the cooker, Richie's heart was at peace. He listened to the happy, friendly chatter between 
Ashleigh and Jon, as she moved between the kitchen and the patio area. Smiling to himself, he felt blessed. 


He took a moment to enjoy the feeling before Ashleigh drew his attention with a happy trill, "Table is all set." 


"And | think I'm all done here, too," he replied, reaching for warmed dishes to put the bacon and eggs into to 
take outside. "How's Mr White Toast going over there?" 


"For fuck sake," Jon grumbled. "Ya never gonna let me live that one down, are ya?!" 
"Nope," he replied as Ashleigh watched the exchange between the two men. 


"l'm assuming there's a tale to tell there," she said, taking the dish of eggs from Richie as Jon arranged the 
buttered toast on another plate. 


“There is," Richie said, grabbing the plate of bacon and the coffee pot, "but right now, let's eat. I'm starving." 


The three moved out into the sunshine and ate the simple meal. Jon explained the whole whife foast story as 


well as a few others from the road before turning the conversation over to Ashleigh. 

Jon had just lit a cigarette when his phone rang. He looked at the screen and answered, "Hello?" 

Richie watched as Jon's face softened. It only did that when he was talking to his kids. "Hey, pumpkin," Richie 
listened to Jon's side of the conversation with Stephanie. "I'm not at home, that's why | didn't answer the 
phone. I'm hanging with Uncle Mookie." Jon's eyes flicked toward Richie as he spoke. 


"Hi, Princess," Richie called out loud enough to be heard over the phone. 


"Steph says hi," Jon grinned. "Have you and your brothers been behaving for Mom?" he asked as he stood and 
walked further into the garden to talk to his family. 


Richie reached for Ashleigh's hand, pulling her into his lap as he kissed the backs of her fingers. "Happy, baby?" 
he asked. 


"Yeah," she replied with a small smile. 


Richie picked up her hand and entwined his fingers through hers. "Your words say one thing, darlin," he said 
after noting her hesitancy, "but your actions say something different. What's going on behind those eyes?" 


Ashleigh sighed and said, "l'm sorry. I'm just concerned about my workload, and." she trailed off. 
"And?" Richie prompted. 


She snuggled into Richie's arms a little further before saying, "I know bringing Jon in as another submissive 


was unexpected, and | realise you two know each other well...” 


"You're wondering how it's all going to work?" Richie guessed. 


"Well..yeah, | guess," Ashleigh shrugged. 

Richie shifted a little and squeezed Ashleigh a little tighter before answering. "You're right. Jon and | do have a 
past. But from now on.when I'm with you, either playing like this or in normal circumstances, lim with you. The 
same goes for Jonny. Unless a threesome is arranged and planned for. Does that sound like a fair compromise, 


Ashleigh, darlin'2" 


"Wwe come across sounding like a jealous schoolgirl, haven't 1?" she replied, making a face. "But I'm curious how 


Jon's going to explain it all to his wife, too." 


"Hmm," Richie acknowledged. "I'm wondering that too, to be honest. Dot is a forgiving woman to a certain extent. 


| mean.she's had to share Jon with the world but I've never known if she knew the full extent, about him and 


me. 
"As for your work," he continued, "I was assured that there was nothing critical that needed your attention 
Today. | may have bent the truth a little and said | was from out of town, visiting my little sister, and that | 
didn't know when | would be back this way again." 


"You didn't?!l" Ashleigh gasped, then giggled. "| probably should've told you that I'm an only child" 


"Eh! Wait till | kiss you in front of your work colleagues then," he chuckled, waggling his eyebrows lasciviously 
and was pleased when she threw her head back with a delighted laugh, the sunlight glinting off of her collar. 


Hs collar, his submissive, his woman He chuckled to himself, Me caveman! 

Jon returned and sat down with a sigh, placing his phone on the table and staring moodily at it. 

"Everything okay, Jonny?" Richie asked. 

"| miss the kids," he said, reaching for his coffee. "Dot said Steph and Jesse left a couple of messages. She also 
told me that after the dinner party, the machine was full. | should probably go home and listen to those..there 
might be business calls in there." 

"Or more likely interrogations from Dave after the other night," Richie offered. 

"God," Jon groaned, scrubbing his hands over his face. "Don't remind me." 


"Hey! Whatever you've got, I'll have triple the amount," he replied. "Nosy fucker that he is." 


"Yeah..but he's our nosy fucker," Jon grinned. "Can you imagine if he was in another band trying to get 


information? He's like one of the movie mob-enforcers as it is." 


"Maybe | could give him a run for his money," Ashleigh added. "They call me a barracuda in the courtroom." 
‘Oh this | gotta see," Jon exclaimed. "Can | buy tickets to the show when it happens?" 

‘For you, sweetie, itll be free," she said, blowing him a kiss. "Can | ask a question though?" 

"Sure, g'head”" 


Ashleigh looked at Richie for permission, which he acknowledged with a slow blink of his eyes. "Have you given 
any thought about how you're going to tell your wife? About this?" Ashleigh spread her hands to indicate the 
three of them and the house. 


Richie noted the play of emotions over Jon's face and was curious as to the decisions that were taking place 
inside that head. His friend leaned forward, propping his head on his hand and finally said, "I just told her that 
I'd spent the night with you. She..she took it better than | was expecting. I'll wait until she's back in town before 
| try to explain about Ashleigh..and the rest." 


Richie was surprised Jon readily admitted as much to Dot so early. Maybe he was telling the truth about his 


wife being a convenient habit? 
"You won't be able to hide the bruising and marks, should you continue under me," Richie said. 


"I know," Jon looked over to him. "But | think it's something best explained in person, don't you? You know how 


she can get." 


Dorothea was a formidable woman even to those that knew her. Fiercely protective of her family and as cold 
as ice beneath the pleasant surface. Richie had been on the receiving end of her wrath a few times when 
she'd thought he was leading her husband astray. It had taken all his will not to hogtie her and shove the 
biggest ball gag he had into her mouth. He allowed a short, sharp bark of laughter to bubble out at the visual 
he'd created in his head. It left him with curious looks from the others. 


"Sorry. just had a random thought," he shrugged. "We should make a move from here, | guess," he said 
quickly, distracting that line of conversation "As much as I'd like to stay longer, it just won't be possible this 
time around." He tapped Ashleigh on her ass as an indication for her to rise. "We'll clean up and decide who 


gets taken home first on the drive outta here," he said as he rose from the chair. 


"| don't really feel like going back to an empty house just yet," Jon said, standing and stretching. Ashleigh poked 
him lightly when he exposed his belly. 


"Then you can drop me off to get my car first and I'll show you the way to my place," she said as they 
gathered the plates and utensils. "I'm happy for you both to hang out with me for a while longer.” 


"Sounds good," Richie replied. "| have your address but it will be nice to see you in your home. To see where 
you dressed for me." He purred out the last sentence and noted his Beauty stilled her movements momentarily 


as the words penetrated her memories. 
"Oh, that looks interesting," Jon murmured, watching his companions. "Sounds like a story | need to hear." 


Within the hour, the sanctuary had been cleaned to Master Richie's satisfaction, the laundry had been put into 
the dryer and the rubbish had been disposed of. Richie made Jon and Ashleigh return to the car and wait 
before he called for the head of security to advise that they were leaving and to thank him for his teams’ 


service. 


Waiting until the security head had returned to his post, Richie climbed into the driver's seat and pulled the 
car from the garage and down the driveway to the main road. As he headed back toward home, Richie linked 


his fingers with Ashleigh's across the centre console and, for the first time in several years, he felt at peace. 
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Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Hello my pretties © Y 


Thank you for understanding about the break in posting schedule for this one but Izzy insisted on getting the 
story told for the birthday girl last week. 
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From then on it will be Needed Saturday and RTS on Sundays until they're both finished 
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Anyway..enjoy reading, my pretties. 
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Chapter 4 


Richie POV 


On the drive back to the city, Richie had to stop for gas. Through the tinted windows, he saw Ashleigh turn in 
her seat and speak to Jon When he got back into the car after paying for the fuel, Ashleigh said, "Jon and | 


were talking, Richie." 
He groaned, "Oh, boy. Should | be worried?" He started the car and moved it out into the flow of traffic. 
"Asshole," Jon grumbled good-naturedly from the seat behind him. 


"Would you mind if | stayed with you again tonight?" Ashleigh asked. "You'll need to stop at my place, though, 


so that | can get some suitable clothes for work" 


I'm never gonna say no to having a beautiful woman in my bed, darlin’," Richie replied. He was more than 


happy that she wanted to stay another night with him. This relationship was off to a very good start indeed. 
"Then you can both take me to work tomorrow," she smiled wickedly. 

"Both?!" Richie flicked his eyes into the rear-vision mirror and was greeted with one of Jon's cheesy grins. 
"Yeah, both," his lead singer said. "You got a problem with that, babe?" 

‘Not at all, Jonny," he said. "You really don't want to be home alone, do you?" 


"It holds no appeal without the kids there," he said. Richie let the point slide, that Jon never mentioned Dot in 
that statement. "Besides..we think you deserve a little attention tonight, Master." 


The way Jon purred that last sentence went straight to Richie's gut. "Well, how can | say no to that tempting 
offer?" 


Ashleigh guided Richie to her house once they'd moved within the city limits and within the hour he was pulling 
the handbrake on in the driveway of her house. Richie looked through the window up at the little two-story 


house. 


It was tidy and well maintained, with a small porch at the front. Ashleigh stepped out of the car and walked up 
the driveway to the garage as the automatic door rolled up. She turned and beckoned the others to follow. 
"Are you coming in?" she asked as both Richie and Jon opened their doors. 


"No wonder Ashleigh kinda freaked out when she saw our places," Richie chuckled. "This whole house would fit 
into your living room. Though it's probably about the same size as your parents’ old house." He took a quick 
look down the street at the neighbourhood and saw that they were all of a similar build. 


"Including the creepy neighbours peeking out from behind the curtains," Jon said, indicating the house across 
the road with his chin. "C'mon, let's get inside." Jon strode up the driveway, leaving Richie to follow at his own 


speed. 


"Welcome," Ashleigh greeted them once they followed her inside the house. "You'll have to excuse any mess. | 


wasn't really expecting visitors.” 


Richie looked around. It was hardly messy, more like comfortably lived in. Similarly to Ashleigh again, the 


exterior was neat and proper, whereas the inside was surprisingly on the naughty side. 


Odd pieces of clothing and underwear were lying around where they'd been removed, presumably late at night 
when she'd been too tired to walk up the stairs to change, pizza boxes laid on the kitchen counter, and 


reference books littered the dining table. He knew that feeling well, himself, especially while out on the road. 


As Ashleigh scurried around, tidying up, he and Jon wandered around the place. Jon stopped at the vast 
collection of books, browsing through the titles on the spines as Richie settled himself against the kitchen 


counter and waited. 

‘Oh, man.haven't seen these books in years," Jon exclaimed happily. He pulled a very dog-eared book from a 
shelf, turning back to the others. "Remember these, Mookie?" Jon held up Anne Rice's Interview With A 
Vampire. "I can't remember who bought the first copy but | know they got read so many times | think we had 


to replace them at least once or twice." 
"They were good books," Richie agreed, nodding. He smiled as Jon sat on the couch and opened it up. 


"They're my favourites too, as you can probably tell by the way they're falling apart," Ashleigh said, stopping 


next to Richie. "Anne is such an amazing writer. | just lose myself in the richness that she invokes." 

"They kept us occupied on the tour bus through Europe back in the ‘80s," Richie commented, taking whatever 
Ashleigh was holding in her arms and putting them on the counter beside him as Jon lay back onto the couch 
and started reading. "Speaking of being occupied..," he indicated to his friend who was busy reading. "You were 
going to show me your bedroom." He drew Ashleigh into his arms and tilted her chin with his fingers to place 
a kiss on her lips. 

"What about Jon?" she asked when her eyes fluttered open again. 

"Watch this," he grinned as they walked toward the staircase. "Hey, Jonny?!" 

"Yeah, yeah..go have fun," came the reply, his foot waggled from over the back of the couch as a wave. 


"See?!" Richie shrugged and Ashleigh giggled softly as she led him up to her bedroom. 


He followed the sway of her hips up the stairs and into the bedroom. He kicked the door shut behind him as 
Ashleigh stood in the middle of the room, almost shyly, watching him. 


"Well.this is it," she said, spreading her hands wide. It was a stylish room with a large bed. Not overly girly, 
thankfully, but a woman's touch. There were candles, lotions and more books, both work and pleasure, stacked 
on the side tables. The door to the ensuite was ajar and he saw, as downstairs, that it was ordered chaos. 


Comfortable and lived in, he summarised. 


The bed was large and stacked with multiple pillows, but his gift box sitting on the end drew his attention. He 
slowly walked over to it and picked up the ribbon that he'd used to tie around it. 


He ran the ribbon through his fingers and cast a glance toward Ashleigh. She was watching him intently, biting 
her bottom lip and a slight flush had crept up over her chest, the pink a stark contrast to the black of Jon's 
shirt. 


He shifted the box from the bed, dropping it with a soft thud, to the carpet before turning and looking at 
Ashleigh with a direct gaze. He stood, feet shoulder-width apart, his back straight and crossed his arms over 
his chest, still holding the ribbon He didn't have to say a single word for Ashleigh to walk to stand in front of 
him, shed her clothes and drop gracefully to her knees. 


With a dirty smirk, Richie bent and looped the ribbon around her neck beneath her hair, watching as those 
green eyes slid shut as the silky fabric caressed her flesh. He tied the ribbon in a bow at her collar bone and 


held his hand out to her. "Stand up, Beauty," he said. 


She took his hand with a brief look of confusion, and he helped her to her feet. He slipped a hand beneath her 
hair, cupping the back of her head and drew her in for a kiss as he laid the hand he was holding against his 
chest. He deepened the kiss before scooping her up, gently laying her on her bed. 


As she settled into the mound of pillows, Richie drew back and started to undo the buttons on his shirt as he 
held her gaze. No words were necessary, they were operating on pure desire at this stage. His nostril flared at 
the subtle hint of her arousal lingering in the air as the shirt slid from his shoulders to the floor, his pants 
following shortly afterwards. 


Raking his eyes over her body, he reacted in the most primal of ways as his dick filled and throbbed with each 
beat of his heart. She was stunning! Soft, creamy flesh with womanly curves, not the skin and bones that 
some girls tended toward, that showed off the ribbon and his jewellery perfectly. A pretty face with an 
expressive mouth that knew exactly how to work him and those green bedroom eyes that promised a 


multitude of sins. 
"Please." she whimpered, shifting restlessly against the bedding. 


"You're exquisite," he murmured as he laid down beside her. Propping himself up on an elbow to look down at 
her as he trailed his fingers over the ribbon and his collar. Down the centre of her chest and to her breasts, 
circling each one in a concentric pattern and finishing at the nipple, bringing them both into tight little nubs 


before drawing them into his mouth. 


Ashleigh arched up into his mouth as his hand trailed down over her ribcage, making her twitch and gasp as 
he explored her erogenous zones before laying his palm over her lower belly. Certainly, it was too early to 
know where this relationship was going but he let his imagination picture a new life growing beneath his palm. 


His fingers curled, seemingly grasping for that new life as the woman beneath him undulated with growing need. 


Her smaller hands had wound themselves into his hair and encouraged him to continue his explorations with his 
mouth. Shifting a little, he complied with her silent request and dragged his tongue along the underside of her 
breasts before mouthing his way down to where his hand still laid just above her pubis bone. 


Ashleigh's moans and sighs filled the air as her scent filled his nostrils and her taste filled his mouth when he 
nipped along her hips bones and the crease of her thighs. She cried out in frustration when Richie deliberately 
skipped her core after he spread her legs, shifting to lie down between them before torturously sampling the 
soft flesh of her thighs, revisiting the bite mark from the right before. 


"Richie..Master please..." she begged. 


He looked up at her from between her legs, reaching for her hands, interlocking their fingers and held them 


firmly without squeezing. "Please what, sweetheart?" he murmured. 
"Please. want you," she cried, angling her head up to look at him. "I need you, Richie." 


With that, he gave a broad swipe of his tongue up through her folds forcing a cry to spill from Ashleigh's 
mouth. 


One of his favourite things to do during sex with a woman he cared about was bringing her to the edge over 
and over again orally. It had been a different story when they were on the road, especially in the early days, 
where the girls were aplenty. Back then, it came down to the number of bed partners rather than quality, 

though he had made sure each of them left satisfied and believing the magic that he spun that she was the 


only one. 


Richie drowned in Ashleigh's pleasure and he pulled the moisture from her core with every flick of his tongue 
and nibble of his mouth. He didn't care how long it took or how impatient his body became, it was all about 
Ashleigh's pleasure. 


"Mmmm," she mewled from above as he brought his fingers in to play as well, sliding them gently into her and 
curling them to caress that hidden spot deep within. She was hot and wet and so damned responsive. He lapped 
up every drop she offered and when she lost control, her soft internal walls squeezing his fingers, he relished 


every moment of her release. 


Pulling his fingers gently from the vice-like grip, he moved up her body and lined himself up to the entrance of 
his version of heaven. He positioned himself so that he could watch his cock disappear into her delicious body, 
exhaling hard as the heat from her penetrated his cock. Moving to his eloows over Ashleigh before he claimed 


her lips in a deep, heated kiss, he felt her feet cross over his ass, pulling him closer 


"Fuck, Ashleigh-baby," he groaned as his primal need took over, setting the pace and intensity for the way his 


hips moved. 
"Just.just.oh, god..yeah," she moaned as he worked to bring them both to the peak once more. 
"That's it, baby," he crooned. "Just.give it.to me." 


Their two bodies became one in a frenzy of touch, taste and incomplete words, moans and sighs as they 
crested the wave together. He let himself relax and just feel for a change, rather than having to be alert to 


every nuance of the person beneath him, lest something goes awry and he would have to stop. 


"Ngh..so..close..." he moaned moments before he felt that all-consuming sensation of fire and ice coursing 


through his veins as he tumbled into the abyss of nothingness. 


With a keening cry, Ashleigh's body contorted beneath his, the gentle flutter of her womanly core signifying 
her completion before Richie felt the deliciousness of her release coating his dick to join his seed. As his 


rhythm faltered and slowed the evidence of their mutual satisfaction spilled to the bedding beneath them with 


every leisurely roll of his hips. 


Richie collapsed, completely and utterly spent, rolling to his back and dragging Ashleigh over top of him as he 
gasped for breath. "Shit." he breathed as Ashleigh's heart pounded against his, eventually syncing rhythm 
whilst they pulled themselves together. 


"You can say that again,” Ashleigh mumbled against his chest. 

Richie was lazily running his fingers up and down Ashleigh's spine as they basked in the post-coital bliss. The 
soft weight of the woman in his arms was comforting and welcomed until the silence was broken by a slow 
clap coming from the doorway. 


"What the fuck?!" Richie exclaimed as both he and Ashleigh looked toward the door in surprise. 


"That was some coup de grâce," Jon grinned. "Ash, honey. think your neighbours will be looking at you a little 


differently from now on" 
"Huh?! Why?" she asked, looking between the two men 


Richie and Jon looked at each other with a knowing grin. Ashleigh shifted slightly and Richie groaned as he 
slipped free from her moist heat. 


"What are you two on about?" she asked as Jon perched himself at the end of the bed, oblivious to their 


nakedness. 


"Oh darlin," Jon grinned, his tongue swiped over his bottom lip like a snake tasting the air. "When you're coming, 


you can hit notes higher than | used to in the early days. Didn't you know that?" 


"Well, obviously not until just now," she smirked. "That might have to do with how utterly satisfied | am. Um, 


I'm gonna grab a quick shower and throw some clothes together. Rich? Would you like to join me?" 


"God damn it," Jon groaned, falling back over the bed. "You ask him that and I'll have to start the sequel! Oof!" 
Jon went tumbling to the floor after a well-placed foot to his side from Richie. "Asshole!" he grumbled, 


laughing at the same time. 
‘| like my showers..so sue me?!" Richie shrugged, moving to peer at Jon over the edge of the bed. 


"You're both just a couple of big kids, aren't you?" Ashleigh commented with a grin. "I'll be less than ten 


minutes. You can have it after me if the temptation proves too much." 


"Go ahead, darlin," Richie replied, shifting to place his feet on the ground as Jon continued to lie where he was. 
"IIl be there soon" 


When the door closed, Jon looked up at him and said, guilelessly, "You like her, don't you, Mookie?" 


Richie sighed, resting his elbows on his knees and considered the question before answering. "| do.but it's only 
been a few days," he said. "I'll just have to see what happens once we go out on the road again" 


"| like her..for what its worth," Jon offered. "I don't. think.ah fuck.whichever way | say this, it's gonna come 


out wrong.” 
"Just spill it, Jonny," Richie said. "Its never stopped you before." 


Jon cast him a wry smile and said, "Wiseguy!" He paused for a moment before continuing, "I want to be 
jealous..we just got us back, for Christ sake. But.! want you to be happy too so if that means Ashleigh being in 
your life..in our lives..then, l'm okay with that. | just.! just don't want to lose you again, Mookie." 


Richie had allowed Jon to speak without interruption. "Look at your wrists, Jonny," Richie said, watching him as 
he did so. "Those right there, as long as you're willing to wear them, means that you'll never lose me again 
That's why | repeat my affirmation every time | place them back on your wrists after a scene. Understand 


me?" 
Jon nodded then looked back up at him. "What am | going to tell Dottie? | don't wanna lose my kids." 


Richie shifted closer to Jon and reached for his hands, pulling Jon to his knees in front of him. "We'll figure 
this all out, babe. | promise," he said, holding Jon's gaze, "Between the four of us.make that six of us coz you 
know Lema," Jon snorted in grim amusement, "and to a lesser extent, T, aren't gonna let this go so..we'll work it 
out. Maybe Ashleigh can have a word with Dottie once you've broken the news." 


"Maybe," he shrugged. "Oh god..," Jon groaned, dropping his head to Richie's knee. 
"What's wrong?" he asked, sifting his fingers through Jon's hair. 
"Lema!" 


"Oh!" Richie didn't need any more explanation. "I imagine that he's been ringing us both and leaving a bunch of 


messages." 


Jon snorted, nodding against Richie's leg before the wryness turned into amusement as his giggles shook his 
body. The bathroom door opened drawing their attention. 


Ashleigh stepped out, a slight burst of steam followed. "I needed that!" she smiled as she dried her hair, 
unashamed of her nakedness. Seeing the two men looking at her, "Is.everything alright?" she asked, wrapping 
her hair into the towel and opening drawers, pulling undergarments out and laying them on the bed. 


"Nothing that can't be solved, darlin’," Richie said. Looking back at Jon, he squeezed his hand and raised his 
eyebrow in a silent question, reassuring Jon. Jon nodded and Richie rose from where he sat, saying, "I'm gonna 


hit that hot water if you've left me any? Then we'll get moving again 
“There's plenty left, sweetie," Ashleigh replied. "Towels are beneath the basin." 
"Thanks," he said, dropping a kiss to her mouth before moving into the bathroom. 


Richie understood Jon's concerns, he didn't want to lose Jon either now that they'd both been honest with 
their feelings finally. But as long as communication between them was open and honest, he couldn't see it being 
an issue. He would have a quiet word with Ashleigh about speaking with Dot if need be. Dot would respond to 
another woman better than either himself or Jon and it would help that Ashleigh was a level-headed 
professional that wasn't afraid to take on the big guns. 


As he stood under the hot spray, quickly washing, he idly wondered how David and Tico were going to react 
when they found out that Jon was now his submissive. He'd be fooling himself to think that they weren't going 
to find out. That was going to be a wait-and-see situation, he figured. 


Richie finished his shower, using whatever wash Ashleigh had on her caddy before shutting the water off. 
Reaching for a towel he'd got out earlier, he dried himself perfunctorily, hearing the soft murmur of Jon and 
Ashleigh on the other side of the door. He hoped that Jon may have brought the subject up of speaking with 
Dot to Ashleigh himself. 


Wrapping the towel around his waist, Richie opened the door to see Jon lounging on the bed as though he was 


supposed to be there while Ashleigh, who was now dressed, folded undergarments into a small carry-all. 


Ashleigh looked over at him and smiled, her whole face lighting up. Yeah, he could get real used to that kind of 
greeting each morning, he thought. 


"Did you find everything?" she asked. "l'm so embarrassed that the place is such a mess..but | also wasn't 


expecting to bring two world-famous rock stars home with me either." 
Jon snorted, "We're just regular guys that have the best job in the world Trust me..we're slobs!" 


"Wait until you see us on the road," Richie added. "It ain't pretty, baby." He reached for the pants that 
Ashleigh had retrieved from the floor and pulled them on. 


"See you on the road?" Ashleigh asked in surprise. 

"Well..yeah, if you can swing some time off," Richie said, "| hope you'll want to come out with us..with me?" 
"Absolutely," Jon added. "The more pretty faces around, the better.” 

"I thought you liked my pretty face, man?" Richie chuckled as he finished getting dressed. 

"Oh, | do," Jon smiled lazily at him, the devil in his blue eyes. 

Jesus, Richie thought to himself as Jon's look sent a zinging bolt of desire through him. My balls are gonna 
shrink to the size of raisins by the time these two are finished with me. He winked at Jon before saying to 
Ashleigh, "Are you all set, darlin?" 

"Yes. | think so," Ashleigh replied, zipping the case closed. "If I've forgotten anything..well, tough.’ She shrugged 
and reached for the garment bag laying across the bed and was about to pick up her small carry-all when 


Richie collected it. 


"Make yourself useful, Jonny," he said, taking the garment bag from Ashleigh's hand and holding it out to Jon 


to carry downstairs. 


‘Of course..my apologies," he said, sliding from the bed and executing a low bow before taking the bag from 
Richie's fingers. 


"Well, thank you, kind Sirs," Ashleigh said before leading the way back down the stairs. 
Jon took the bags and headed out to the car and, once Richie had unlocked it remotely, loaded Ashleigh's 
belongings into the car. Richie had waited for Ashleigh at the back door while she made her final sweep of the 


house looking for last-minute items, before locking the internal door behind her. 


"All done?" Richie asked as the blonde woman turned the key. 


"I think so," she said. "Who would have thought that on Friday morning when | left here, that I'd be back with 
Richie Sambora and Jon Bon Jovi. My neighbours will fucking die.” 


Ashleigh dropped her keys into her handbag after hitting the button for the roller door, as Richie followed her 


out to the car where Jon was lounging next to the open door, his face turned to the sun. 

Richie stopped Ashleigh before she stepped back into the car and turned her to him. "Then let's give them 
something to talk about, huh?" he said, moments before pulling her to him and claiming her mouth in a deep 
kiss. 

"Hmmm, that looks hot," Jon murmured, closer than what he was before. "Nosy neighbours, huh?" Richie 
cracked an eye to look at Jon, who was standing close behind Ashleigh. "May |, Ms Ashleigh?" he asked in a 
twangy Southern accent: 

Ashleigh broke the kiss and looked coquettshly over her shoulder. "Why, | do believe you may, Sir," she giggled. 
Richie relinquished his hold on the blonde as she turned toward his singer and watched the pair indulge in an 
equally deep and luxurious kiss, petting them both, stroking their hair like an indulgent father. When it finally 
ended and Ashleigh was looking as though she was barely able to stand, Richie helped her into the car and 
closed the door. 

‘Oh, this is going to be fun," Jon smirked at him, blatantly adjusting himself. 

Richie chuckled softly, placed his hand over Jon's face and pushed lightly, "Get in the car, Beastie." 


"Yes, Sir," he replied and complied. Richie shut the door and, as he was walking around the back of the car he 


noticed a couple of women from across the road watching and talking amongst themselves. 


He smiled and waved at them, grinning at the shocked looks when he yelled out, "Good morning, ladies. Lovely 


weather for a threesome, isn't it?" He climbed into the driver's seat and started the car. 

"Did you just say what | think you just said?" Ashleigh asked, giggling in surprise. 

"Uh-huh," he returned with zero remorse and backed the car out of the drive and down the street. 
digs 

Ashleigh POV 


Almost an hour later, Richie pulled into Jon's driveway. He quickly punched in the code and the gates slid open 
silently. 


"Remind me to change that code one day," Jon joked. 


"The day you do that, asshole," Richie retorted, casting Jon a look in the rearview mirror, "I'll know that you've 


finally gone mad and Dot's relinquished you to the loony bin You're so predictable, Jonny.” 


"Predictable?" Ashleigh asked. "Surely you're not one of those idiots that use birthdays or street numbers for 


their security code, are you?" 


Jon groaned when Richie started laughing. Ashleigh gaped at both men. It took a moment for her to realise 
that she'd stumbled across the basis of the security code. "Oh.l'm sorry, Jon," she said. "l-I didn't mean..." 


"Skay," he replied with a shrug. "To the outside world, it's just a jumble of numbers but they do have a 
history..and they're easy for me to remember." 


"Don't you worry about people getting in?" Ashleigh asked. 


"The main house is separately armed to the rest of the grounds. Dot takes care of resetting the codes for 
the house every couple of months," Jon explained. "| have a recording studio on-site, so | need to be able to 


give people access to that. Rich has his own codes as do the other boys. They're family," he shrugged. 


Richie pulled into the same parking space that he had used the first night he brought her here. Jon opened the 
door for Ashleigh as Richie killed the engine. Ashleigh stood for a moment, stretching. She was stunned yet 
again, by the sheer size of the house, not to mention the craftsmanship. Jon led the way through the back 
entrance and Ashleigh noted that everything had been righted in their absence. A well-paid cleaning person, 
Ashleigh surmised. 


The guys had been talking shop on the drive over, about tour dates and guest appearances. Ashleigh had 
listened with her attorney's ear and even though she didn't specialise in entertainment law, everything she 
heard had made sense. Jon seemed very astute when it came to the business side of what they did. She had 
been impressed, as were they when she'd asked a few pertinent questions and widened their viewpoint on a 


couple of key points. 


Jon breezed into his office with Richie, who had a firm grasp on Ashleigh's hand, following close behind. Richie 
hadn't shown her the office the other night and she was blown away by what she was seeing. 


As the two men bent over some paperwork or sheet music, Ashleigh wasn't sure, she wandered around the 
room, inspecting the photos of Jon and his family, him and the band with people she'd only ever seen on the 
television or stage, the awards and the memorabilia 


"Do | listen to them now?" Jon's voice broke through to Ashleigh's consciousness. "Or do you think | can get 
away with it for a bit longer?" 


"Bite the bullet now, man," Richie replied as Ashleigh turned and wandered over to the desk where they were 


now seated. Jon looked very much the businessman, albeit in jeans and t-shirt with a military cap pulled low on 


his head, as he sat in the big executive chair. Richie was relaxing in a chair opposite and when he saw her 
approach, held out his hand to Ashleigh. "Otherwise, he'll just keep ringing us both." Ashleigh sat down in the 
chair beside Richie. 

Jon groaned as he pressed the play button on his answering machine. First, there were a few messages from 
his assistant and his family and Ashleigh noted how much Jon's face softened as he listened to his childrens’ 
messages on the machine. 

Hi Daddy, it Stephie. Where are you? We want fo fell you what we did today. Jesse, say hi to Daddy. 

H Daddy! Where is you? 

Mom! Daddy's not home! (click) 

"Aww they sound cute, Jon," Ashleigh cooed at the little voices. 

"Yeah..my little Princess and my Big Man," Jon said, his voice taking on a soft and gooey consistency. 

Hey! Jonny..its me, man. Pick up.. 

Jonny! Cmon, dude, | wanna falk..pick up, huh?! 


Cmon Jonny. | know youre there. Stop ignoring me. just wanna talk. Cmon.Pick up.please.. 


"Was that David?" Ashleigh asked after four consecutive messages. With each played message the counter on 
the machine dropped. "The blonde with the unbelievable curls?" 


"That's him," Richie nodded. "He'll tell you they're real.but...” 
"He doesn't sound too bad," she shrugged. 


"He hasn't hit full speed as yet," Richie chuckled. "Just sit back and relax, darlin’, it'll probably get a whole lot 


worse. And if not here..then wait until | listen to my machine." 


don! Cmon, man./m starting to get the feeling of being left out and all alone. Nobody wants to talk to me.. | guess 


Hl ring Teek again since you assholes are ignoring me. 
"Fuck, he whines worse than my kids," Jon grumbled. 
The next message was a deep booming voice. 


Jonny, man, its Tico. Lema's being a pain in my ass. Again! Just Ike Rich is a pain in your ass most days. Will ya just 
pick up the fucking phone already when he rings next?! He rings you. He rings Rich. Then when he cant get hold of 


either of you.. he rings mell You know what he wants to talk about?! Rich tyin' up that beautiful date of his and 
wondering how many times he can get her to cum by just sayin’ so! | don’t wanna hear about it anymore, capiche?! 
Goodbye! Oh.Ashleigh, if you're there too./ apologise on behalf of the obnoxious keyboard player. Threaten to shave 
his head Or swap his shampoo for hair straightener. That'll make him behave! 

Jon and Richie looked at each other in astonishment and said in unison, "Why didn't we think of that?" 

"Oh, he's adorable!" Ashleigh said. "I could listen to Tico's voice all day." 

Jon! Pick up, man, its me again. Please tell me you didn't fire Rich just yet. Call me. 


Richie quirked an eyebrow at Jon and said, "You would have fired me?" 


Jon scoffed and said, "I may have said something along those lines before you explained everything. But it was 


all talk anyway.” 


don! Where are your! I still cant get hold of Rich either. Did you kill him and bury the body?? Tico wont speak to 


me either. | need answers..call me! 


"Goddamn it," Richie grumbled. "I'm guessing my machine is gonna be full of Lema's shit, too. Why does he have 


to be such a nosy fucker?" 

"Always has been," Jon said, leaning over his desk and fidgeting with his wrist cuffs. 

Youre with him, aren't you?! That's why you're not answering.aww that's not fair! How come you get to hang 
around and | dont? Gonna try Rich's place again..one of you better answer soon Uhless.unless he's got you tied up 
somehow?! Thats it, isn't it?! I knew itl! 

‘Oh if he only knew," Ashleigh said with a grin. "He seems..nice. Pesky, but nice." 

"Pesky is just the right word for David," Richie nodded. 

Where the fuck are you two? | been to Rich's and now Im standing outside your door..nadal Is that sweet 
thing..what's her name, Ashleigh, sharing favours?! How come | wasn't invited?! Or are the two of you reliving your 
carnal history together? | hate you both, just a litte, right now..you got that, Bongiovi?! 

"Wait! What?!" Jon said, sitting upright in his chair suddenly and slamming his hand on the stop button. He 
stared incredulously at the answering machine, his jaw slack in mild horror, before sliding his gaze toward 
Richie. "How..when..fuckl" 


"Don't ask me," Richie shrugged. "| always thought we'd covered our tracks." 


"Am | missing something here?" Ashleigh asked. 


"When we first started hooking up," Richie explained, "we thought we were being discreet, keeping it on the 


down-low as much as possible." 


‘Obviously not enough," Jon added. "OF course, Lema had to be the one to find out. | wonder if T and Hugh know 


too?" 
"Be grateful he hasn't spilled anything before now," Richie offered. 


Jon pushed back from his desk and said, "I can't listen to any more of this right now. Let's get outta here, 


huh? I'll run upstairs and grab some clothes. Meet you out at the car." 


The three lovers left the room, Jon heading for the stairs and Richie escorting Ashleigh back to the car, none 


of them realising that the machine was still holding onto one final message. 


a 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
This is where life is going to start getting interesting for our threesome. 


Thank you to those that have been reading and following. | really do appreciate you all so for all the 
JonandRichie purists..this one is for you ©) 


J 


PS.must share this. | had a DM from a reader who said, and | quote, "You write like a teenage" which blew me 
away © BIW, to clarify, this was said as a compliment! 


So here's to all us "oldies" that act like teenagers! DO VOY 


Chapter 5 


Jon POV 


Shucking out of his dirty clothes and leaving them lying in a pile in the bathroom, Jon washed his face and put 
fresh deodorant on before moving into the walk-in closet that was as big as another room entirely. It was 


mainly his wife's clothes, shoes and handbags that took up the majority of space. 


Choosing a clean pair of jeans and an old t-shirt, Jon noticed the blooming hickey on the inside of his thigh as 
he dressed. Contemplating how he was going to tell Dot about this weekend, he pulled his pants up and fastened 
them. 


He'd probably just hand over a fresh credit card to placate her so that she could just add more stuff in their 
life, in their house, to fill the void that their mutual love used to. It hadn't been mutual for quite some time 


now when it came down to them as a couple, he acknowledged. 


They both loved their children, however, and for that, he would carry on the charade for as long as she 
wanted him to; for their children's and the public's sake. 


Running his fingers through his hair, settling it into something that resembled his usual self, the leather on his 
wrists caught his eye in the mirror and a lustful heaviness settled deep in his gut. As he touched one, feeling 
the worn leather against his fingertips and knowing that Richie had worn them when he was indentured to his 
Master and Mistress, his cock relished this unexpected turn of mental imagery and joined in on the party, 
swelling and thickening just enough to fill out his comfortably worn jeans. 


With a shake of his head at his body's reaction, like Pavlov's dog, to the bands around his wrists, Jon reached 
for a pair of socks and quickly pulled them on and slipped his feet into a pair of worn sneakers. If he could, his 
wardrobe would consist of a few pairs of jeans and some sweats and a couple of weeks worth of t-shirts; if 
nothing else, he liked to be comfortable. He glanced in the mirror out of habit before heading for the door, 
killing the lights on the way out. 

Jon trotted down the stairs, hearing Richie's car idling just outside just before an insistent beep of the horn. 
"Yeah, yeah," Jon groused fondly. "Impatient fucker." 

He snatched up his wallet, key, sunglasses and cap before heading to the door. Setting the alarm again, Jon 
closed the door, hearing the phone ringing. He had a momentary urge to answer it but shrugged and let the 
machine pick it up. 

Jon jogged over to Richie's car and threw himself inside. "Let's go before David leaves another message." 


Behind him, the answering machine clicked over to record. 


don?! Honey?! Where are you? Im just letting you know Im coming home early. The kids are missing you too much 
Hl see you this evening sometime, | guess. | love you.bye. 


~ ev 
Richie's POV 
It was a fairly short drive from Jon's place to his home and Richie was both eager and reluctant to get there. 


Eager because of what his Beauty and Beastie promised earlier but he wasn't looking forward to hearing what 


messages Lema had left on his machine considering the amount on Jon's. 


Richie loved David like a brother..but he was also a pain in the ass, just like a brother or so he figured, judging 
by how Jon’ brothers behaved. 


"l'm surprised Lema's not waitin’ on my doorstep," Richie remarked as he pulled into the drive. He pressed the 
button for the garage and rolled inside when it opened. The rumble of it closing increased as they all opened 


their doors at one time. 


"He might still be laying in wait for you inside," Jon chuckled. "Send our barracuda of the courtroom in first. 


The keyboard player wouldn't hurt a female.he'll hurt us without compulsion" 
"Heyl" Ashleigh protested. "And here | was thinking that you were a gentleman, Jon." 


"| didn't call him Beastie for nothin’, darlin," Richie chuckled. "C'mon.let's go hear what the persistent fucker 
wants." He popped the trunk and he and Jon retrieved Ashleigh's belongings. 


Richie moved into the house after turning off the alarm and set about opening windows after Ashleigh's bag 
was deposited near the base of the stairs. He saw the flashing of the answering machine as he walked by but 
brushed it off for the moment. There would be plenty of time to listen to what he knew in his gut were 
almost certainly the same messages as David had left on Jon's machine, pretty much verbatim he would 


wager. 


Jon brushed past him and immediately went to the kitchen, the pantry in particular. "Mookie, you got nothing 
good in here to eat," he yelled. 


"What! You think I've got time to shop and cook gourmet meals?" he replied, walking into the kitchen. He found 
both Ashleigh and Jon in his butler's pantry foraging around. "If | knew you had a food kink..." he said, earning 
himself two sets of disbelieving eyes turning his way. "What are you both doing?" 


‘| was hungry," his singer shrugged. "But you got no cookies, Mookie! Where are the cookies?" 


Richie arched his eyebrow at Jon and asked, "You gonna stamp your foot like a little kid, Jonny? | dunno.maybe 


| ate ‘em already." 


"Well, l'm happy to whip up a batch of choc-chip ones," Ashleigh said, gathering ingredients into her arm. 


"You've got all the mixings here." 


Jon dropped to his knees in front of his Beauty, his hands held together in prayer. "Oh please, Ms Ashleigh," he 


said in an exaggerated southern accent. "Would you? Could you? I'm just a hungry lil rockstar.” 


Richie snorted in amusement, relieving Ashleigh of some of the ingredients, placing them on the counter in the 


kitchen before she delved back inside the smaller room. 


"Well," Ashleigh said, walking out of the pantry with a mixing bowl and baking trays, "how about you go be a h 
rockstar while | cook. I'd love to hear how you both work." Ashleigh sidled up to Jon who had followed her out 


and wrapped herself around him, dragging a fingernail down his chest. "Please?" 
Jon's ham acting had him weak-kneed and dropping to the floor at her feet, his tongue lolling from his mouth. 
‘Oh my god," Richie murmured to himself, rolling his eyes at his friend's antics. 


Ashleigh chuckled and curled her finger at him. When he was standing again and had started nibbling on her 
neck, Ashleigh said, "Don't forget.we have our Master to pamper tonight." 


Richie, who had been watching the exchange between the two with interest, suddenly saw two pairs of eyes 
flick his way. The familiar blue that changed colour depending on the situation and that Richie had secretly 
acknowledged as being better than any mood ring Jon could have worn, and new apple green ones, so clear and 


bright, they reminded him of a summer's day in the country. 


"Oh, | hadn't forgotten," Jon replied and moved from Ashleigh's side to stand in front of Richie. "I've been 
thinking about it all morning actually." Jon reached for Richie's hand and kissed the palm before guiding it down 
to his groin 


Richie inhaled sharply when he felt the insistent throb of Jon's half-chubbed cock that had been hidden by the 
length of his shirt. Jon held his wrist firmly in place as he rocked his hips slightly. 


Jon smirked when he placed his hand over Richie's growth, his eyebrow arching when Richie's body answered 


the call with an urgent throb of its own 


In return, Richie snarled his response. "Unless you want to be restrained again, Beastie, then I'd suggest you 
behave yourself and keep it in your pants for now. Lets grant the beautiful lady her request, huh? Go on, go 


make your choice of guitar.” 


Jon winked at Ashleigh over his shoulder before sauntering off to Richie's many guitars stored around the 


place. Choosing an Ovation, Jon wandered around the room, strumming and retuning it for his range. 
"Wow" 


Richie heard the soft exclamation and turned back to Ashleigh. "I'll keep him out of the kitchen for a little 


while, baby," he said. "But once he smells them cooking, there are no promises." 


Ashleigh nodded. "Understood," she said, "That was hot, by the way..the way you both react to each other, | 


mean.” 


"After all this time," he replied, looking over his shoulder at Jon, "we know how to make each other's motors 


run. 


"C'mon, Mookie..leave the pretty lady alone so we can get some cookies," Jon called out. 


"Greedy fucker, aren't you?!" Richie retorted. He leaned over the counter and puckered up for a kiss, which 


Ashleigh granted him, before saying, "Feel free to dig through cupboards and wherever, if you need anything." 


"Go make me some pretty music, Rich," the blonde woman smiled, hauling him in for another kiss before 


waving her hands at him, shooing him into the other room. 


Later, and if Richie cared to check his watch he would have seen it was close to three hours later, the cookies 
had been made, the majority of which had been consumed with glasses of chilled white wine, and he and Jon 


had made headway into a good five or six songs. 


He was reclined in one of the large occasional chairs, his head tilted back and eyes closed as he played the 
same chords repeatedly, altering a note here and there. Something wasn't right but he couldn't put his finger 


on what was wrong. 


He was about to start again when a hand clamped around his fret hand and lips closed over his mouth 
simultaneously. He knew by the taste of cigarettes and wine that it was Jon and not Ashleigh with a slight 
sugary undertone. He relaxed into the kiss and allowed Jon to take his guitar from his hands. 


Jon broke the kiss and whispered in his ear, "Your Beauty is sleeping, Master." Jon set the guitar in its stand 
beside the chair and crawled into Richie's lap. "Thought we could have a little fun," he said, his lips a mere 
whisper away from their intended target. "All work," their lips touched softly, "and no play," another light kiss, 
"will make Mookie a very," Jon deepened the kiss slightly, “dull boy" Richie let himself be carried away by 


Jon's seductive mouth and nimble fingers that were sliding under his shirt. 


His own hands scooped up under Jon's t-shirt. Richie danced his fingers over his back, feeling the corrugation 
of his spine the further he travelled upward, swirling his fingers around in random patterns across his 
shoulders as the soft kisses grew and developed into something deeper. Jon hummed as they deepened and 
shifted in a silent invitation, his outside leg dropping to the floor. 


Richie accepted the offering and the fingers of his free hand stroked along the in-seam of Jon's pants like 
heat-seeking missiles, finally reaching their target at the join He laid the flat of his palm over Jon, appreciating 
the pulsing heat that was just beneath the fabric. 


"Oh god, Rich," Jon murmured, dragging his mouth away and resting his head against Richie's shoulder. "Ive 
missed us like this. | didn't know how much until these past few days." 


‘I've missed us too, sweet boy," Richie replied in a hushed voice, careful not to wake his Sleeping Beauty he 
brushed Jon's hair from his face and tucked a lock behind his ear. Crooking a finger beneath Jon's chin, he 


forced him to meet his gaze before speaking. "I promise from now on, things will be different, okay?!" 


The clear blue eyes blinked once and with an unconscious swipe of his tongue over his bottom lip, Jon nodded 


and said, "Okay." 
"Good," Richie replied. "Now..about that fun, you were talking about. What did you have in mind?" 


Jon grinned and shifted on Richie's lap to reach the remote for the sound system. Jon was as familiar with his 
stuff as he was with Jon's so Richie let him fiddle around with it until soft bluesy music filled the room. 
Ashleigh shifted in her sleep but didn't wake. 


Richie reached for his cigarettes and lit one, blowing a plume of smoke to the ceiling. Jon gripped his wrist and 
stole a drag from it before sealing his lips over Richie's and sharing the exhaled smoke. Jon pulled back, 


exhaling the remainder into the air with a sinful smirk before sliding from Richie's lap. 


He was curious as to what Jon had in mind when he started moving, Jon would call it dancing no doubt, in the 
way that he did when on stage. The sway of Jon's hips in front of him was almost hypnotising and Richie could 
appreciate it all now, whereas, on stage, he was usually too busy concentrating on the cues he was being sent. 


Jon stole the cigarette from Richie's fingers with a cheeky wink and dangled it from his lips as he did the 
bump and grind in time with the music. With a chuckle, Richie lit another and, while placing the pack back on 
the side table, he picked up his wine glass only to have that disappear from his hand too. Jon's dark chuckle 


was just loud enough to be heard over the music. 

Richie relaxed back into his chair with a contented sigh after filling the second glass from the bottle in the ice 
bucket to watch the show that Jon was putting on. His very own cabaret show with the man that most 
women would kill to have the seat he was in. 

Jon adeptly got himself out of his t-shirt without spilling a drop of wine or burning himself, dropping it into 
Richie's lap. Richie curled his fingers into the fabric. Jon's scent was still lingering in the warmth and he 
brought the soft cotton to his nose and inhaled. He looked up at his singer, his best friend, his lover and saw 
the soft, sexy side of Jon that he rarely showed the outside world. 

One song ended and the next, Sade's Sweetest Taboo, started. Jon drained his glass and stubbed out the 
cigarette that had almost burned to the filter. He dance-shuffled to stand between Richie's legs, running his 
hands down his body to rest enticingly on the fastenings of his jeans. "Enjoying the show, Rich?" 

F I fell you 

F I fell you now 

Will you keep on 


Will you keep on loving me? 


"Hmmm. am," he replied, playing it nonchalantly and taking a sip from his drink. "What else ya got though, 


gorgeous? It seems to me you have yet to reach..maximum exposure, shall we say?" 

"Neither have you, baby," Jon replied as his hips started swaying again in enticing little figure-eights. 
If | tell you 

If | tell you how | feel 

Will you keep bringing out the best in me? 


"You have a point,” Richie nodded, handing Jon his cigarette and removing his shirt, dropping both his and Jon's 
to the floor between their feet. 


There's a quiet storm 

And it never felt this hot before 

Giving me something that's taboo 

(Sometimes | think you're just too good for me) 


"Much better,” Jon said, placing the cigarette back in between Richie's lips. He turned around and swung his 


hips slowly in time to the music. 

You give me the sweetest taboo 

That's why Im in love with you (with you) 

You give me the sweetest taboo 

Too good for me 

(Sometimes | think you're just too good for me) 

"That's it, sweetness," Richie murmured, throwing one of his legs over the side of the chair and angling himself 
so that he could touch Jon He reached out, caressing the globe of his ass that was right in front of his face, 
squeezing it and hearing Jon's breathing hitch. “Turn around," he instructed softly but firmly. 


Jon turned and looked down at Richie expectantly. 


"Did | tell you to stop dancing, sweetness?" Richie grumbled. "Show me the litte slut that | know you to be," he 


said once resumed moving again. Hooking his fingers through the unused belt loops on Jon's jeans, he pulled him 


as close as he could. Leaning forward, cupping his hands over Jon's ass, Richie placed an open-mouthed kiss 
over the significant bulge in front of him, causing the man above him to gasp out loud. 


He felt Jon's fingers sink into his hair and curl into closed fists. His feet stopped moving but his hips kept up 
an urgent rocking against the heat that Richie's mouth was emitting. Richie rubbed his chin against the denim- 
hidden erection and followed the zipper upward, scraping his stubbled chin against the soft furred belly above 
the waistband. "You stopped," he said, looking up into the darkened blue eyes. 

ld do anything for you, Id stand out in the rain 

Anything you want me to do, dont let it slp away 

There's a quiet storm 

And it never felt lke this before 

There's a quiet storm 

| think it's you (ha, ha) 


The lyrics had been saying everything their eyes conveyed. 


"l- Im... fuck ," Jon stammered but he started shuffling his feet again. Richie mouthed across the flesh at the 
fabric before sitting back again and Jon blinked owlishly at him, trying to get his equilibrium centred. 


Richie drew on his Master's air of authority and, with an imperious throw of his chin, simply said, "Button" 


Jon's breath shuddered and Richie saw his fingers tremble slightly as the brass finally slipped free of its 


anchor point. 


Richie's hand shook with the need to touch Jon so he fisted it and drew it to his chin, hoping to disguise the 
tremors by pretending to lean on it. His body felt as though it was on fire and he was extremely grateful for 
his training. 

“Zipper.” 

There's a quiet storm 

And | never felt this hot before 


Giving me something that's taboo 


There's a quiet storm 


And | never felt this hot before 
Giving me something that's taboo 


Jon's eyes flared with lust but continued to hold Richie's gaze steadily as he drew the tab down the teeth 


slowly, exposing the thatch of crisp curls and straining hard cock. 

"Lose them." 

Jon turned in a little hip-swaying twirl, finally getting back into the role of a burlesque dancer, presenting his 
back to Richie again. With straight, held-together legs, Jon bent forward, sticking his ass almost in Richie's face 


and sliding the back of his jeans down slowly. 


Richie barely held onto the groan that he felt bubble up from his chest as the heat in his gut swirled, 


thickening his blood and his cock equally. He felt the muscles pop in his jaw as he clenched his jaw closed. 
You give me (you give me) the 

(You give me the) sweetest taboo 

That's why Im in love with you (with you) 

You give me, keep giving me the sweetest taboo 


Richie was entranced as Jon's jeans were pushed lower on his legs, exposing his muscled glutes and thighs, not 
to mention the enticing peek of balls and the love bite Richie left between his legs. 


He moved swiftly, gripping Jon on the hips, burying his face between those seemingly perfect cheeks to tease 
the blonde's ring mercilessly with his tongue. Somehow, Jon freed himself of his pants, kicking them away 
before bracing his hands on his knees as Richie feasted on him. 


"M-Mookie..shit, baby,” Jon mumbled, twisting to see over his shoulder. 


With a swipe of his tongue through the crease, Richie released him. He wiped his mouth with the back of his 
hand with a satisfied sigh. "You always were a tasty piece of tail, baby," he said. 


Jon grinned and shook his ass again. 
"That's it, baby," Richie murmured. "Move that thang," he quoted himself earning himself an eye roll from Jon. 


Too good for me 


Youve got the bigest heart 

Sometimes | think youre just foo good for me 

Every day is Christmas and every night is New Year's Eve 

Will you keep on loving me? (Ha, ha) 

Jon laid his hands on Richie's knees and licked the side of his face, before placing his hand in the middle of 
Richie's chest and pushing him back into the chair. "You seem to be overdressed again, Rich," he smirked. With 
an elegant arch of his eyebrow, he bent, placing his lips close to Richie's ear and asked, "Want me to help with 
your pants..Master?" 

Richie shivered as the hot breath ghosted over his ear. He slid Jon a side-eye look and noticed the way he was 
biting his bottom lip. He couldn't help himself, moving his head swiftly and claiming that mouth with his own. 
Jon's lips conceded immediately at the first touch of his tongue and opened, deepening the kiss. Richie sought 
out all of his lover's flavours; the wine and cigarettes and that one that is uniquely Jon's. It hadn't changed 
over the years, only developed and matured like the wines he favoured. 

Will you keep on, will you keep on? 

Bringing out the best in me You give me (you give me) the 

(You give me the) sweetest taboo 

Thats why Im in love with you (with you) 

You give me, keep giving me the sweetest taboo 

Jon wrested his mouth from Richie's and dragged it down over his chin and his neck, kneeling between Richie's 
thighs. Richie dropped his head to one side, watching through hooded lids, Jon's progress down his torso. Lips 
and teeth nibbled, bit and soothed and fingers pinched, teased and caressed. He sank his fingers into Jon's hair, 
encouraging and praising him, chastising, tugging and petting, soothing. 

Too good for me 

Youve got the bigest heart 


Sometimes | think you're just foo good for me 


Every day is Christmas and every night is New Year's Eve 


Jon tugged at the fastings of Richie's pants, freeing his impatient erection. He could have wept in relief when 
Jon nuzzled against it. The feel of Jon's rough, stubbled cheek against the sensitive flesh almost had Richie 
skyrocketing from the chair. 


"Lift up," Jon murmured, tugging Richie's pants from beneath his ass, scraping his nails lightly over the flesh 
as he drew them down Richie's legs, threading them off his feet only to get thrown to one side. 


Jon sat on his haunches, sucking on his bottom lip as he fisted himself slowly. Richie noticed the way Jon's 


eyes barely left his crotch in front of him. 


" Fuck!" he groaned, teeth clenched and breathing heavily through his nose. He shifted lower in the seat, 


spreading his legs wide in an invitation as a bead of precum escaped the slit and rolled down his cock. 


Richie swiped his thumb through the pearly fluid and beckoned Jon closer, smearing it on his bottom lip. He 
swore Jon's eyes rolled back when he darted his tongue out to taste the offering. 


Will you keep on loving me? (Ha, ha) 

Will you keep on, will you keep on? 

Bringing out the best in me 

Richie glanced over at the still-sleeping Ashleigh, satisfied that she was still asleep when the moist heat of 
Jon's tongue laved his length from root to tip. He gasped, his body arching away from the seat, in surprise. 
With a fancy swirl of his pointed tongue, Jon teased the sensitive glans around the edge of Richie's crown 
"Jesus fucking Christ," Richie breathed. "C'mon, sweetness..suck that fucker, pretty baby.’ 

Jon glanced up at him from between his legs and it was the most glorious sight that he'd ever seen. Richie 
was possessively thankful that he was privileged to have Jon naked, between his legs and about to eat cock like 


a starving man at a banquet. 


"Of course, Master," Jon replied before hooking his arms beneath Richie's knees and hauling closer to the edge 
of the chair, spreading his thighs as wide as they would go. 


Richie felt his legs tremble and his toes curl into the soft carpet below them as Jon finally wrapped a hand 
around his length and pumped him slowly whilst drawing one of his full balls, then the other, into his mouth. 


“Jonny...” he breathed. Even to his ears, the noise that came next was shamelessly needy, as Jon tongued 
between them and down to his ass, as his hand worked his shaft. 


Jon shifted up to his knees, dragging his flat tongue along the length and swirling it around the tip again, lapping 
at the dribbling, slippery tears that sole eye was shedding. Richie snarled softly, the wild animal looking to mate 


coming to the fore. Twisting his fingers into Jon's hair again, Richie, with barely controlled force, pushed Jon's 


head down. 


His friend and lover's mouth opened easily, taking as much of his desperate and angry cock into his mouth on 
the first go as he could. Richie's stomach muscles contracted painfully at the sensation of his cock-head 
reaching the back of the younger man's throat. 


"Mmm..mmm," Jon moaned around his dick, sending shockwaves through Richie. 


Richie swallowed heavily, inhaling sharply, convulsing violently in the chair as Jon sucked and slurped his shaft 
with just the right amount of pressure and tricks. He felt his blood thicken and his heart thud dully in his 
chest as it tried to push the glug through his veins. Was this how it felt as you were dying? If it was, he was 
about to die a very happy man, indeed. 


"Beastie.Jonny-baby, gimme your ass," Richie said, urgently. He knew by instinct alone that he wasn't about to 


last much longer. 
He helped a dazed Jon to his feet before turning him around and guiding him back to his lap. Richie spat a 
hefty amount of saliva onto his hand and spread it through Jon's crease, trusting that Jon had got his cock 


wet enough. Squeezing Jon's ass painfully, Richie spread Jon's cheeks wide as he lowered himself down slowly. 


Richie dropped his head against Jon's back as he sank slowly into the heavenly warmth, watching Jon's ass take 
his cock inch by sweet inch. 


"Fuck! That's so goddamn hot, baby," he muttered as Jon braced himself on Richie's knees and started 
bouncing, slowly at first, getting acquainted with the girth once more. He waited until Jon started moving a bit 
faster, digging his fingers into Jon's hips, urging him on. 

"Rich..fuck..fuck me, please," Jon groaned, his head dropping between his shoulders. "Fill me up. Make me feel it." 
"Thought..ungh..you'd never ask," Richie said. He slammed his hips up into Jon who fell back against him with a 
silent Oh! As the primal mating urge took over their bodies, Richie laid kisses against Jon's back and, yet again, 
took pride in the fact that Jon was wearing his bonds. 

This man may be married but his heart belonged to him. Richie knew that as surely as he knew his own name. 
“Touch yourself, Jonny. Show me what you want," he said as softly as he could, placing Jon's left arm around 
his neck so that they were a writhing, twisting, humping mass of torsos and limbs but more importantly so 
that Richie could watch Jon jerk himself off at the same time. 


Jon hissed when he followed Richie's orders and stroked himself in time with the welcomed invasion of his ass. 


"That's it, Jonny," Richie mumbled. "Fuck.. that feels so good, baby. | can feel you." 


"Rich..." Jon panted, helplessly. 

lm so close, Jonny..." Richie replied, "and | want you to come with me. Understand me?" 

Jon nodded, his head lolling to one side as Richie changed angle slightly and started assaulting the spongy patch 
within Jon's sheath. Jon whined; once, twice, and Richie felt the significant swell that indicated that his lover 
was close. 

"Hold it, baby," Richie snarled. "Fuck.fuck.tighten up just.aww, yeah..yeah, yeahyeahyeah." 


"Rich." he whimpered. 


"That's, my pretty baby," Richie said, bracing himself for the orgasm that was battering down his defences. 
"Give it to me now, my love, my pretty baby..my Jonny." 


The noise that came from Jon was the sweetest note ever performed as his body became molten lava and he 


spasmed time and time again, spilling over his hand as Richie's release rendered him mute while Jon's ass 


milked him of all body fluids. 


Both men twitched and convulsed against each other, taking gasping breaths while they came down from the 
highest of highs. Richie gathered Jon close once his cock had softened enough to slip free, and held him tightly, 
kissing him and murmuring words of love as they recovered, tremors shaking them both violently now and 


agai n. 


"Well, that was quite the show, gentlemen," Ashleigh's voice drew their attention. "m just sorry you started 


without waking me." 


Jon shook with silent chuckles and Richie said, "Give us a couple of hours to grow our bones back and we'll 


make sure we make it up to you, darlin." 


"You're both going to need sustenance," Ashleigh said, rising and stretching hard. "Let me go see what | can 
rustle up, shall 1?" 


~ Ke 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
For those that know me, you'll know that | don't take well to a certain person's wife, so for me to actually 


include her in my stories means that it's a significant twist. 


| am never disrespectful in a public forum, but yes, I'm the one that crops her out of photos. G © 


Anyhooooo..let's see how you like this week's chapter, shall we?? 


After a long drive home from their vacation with her family, Dot finally pulled her car into the garage 


alongside Jon's BMW. It was always nice to see everyone but it was even nicer to be home again. 


Stephanie and Jesse had slept most of the way so Dot was able to let her mind wander to a subject that had 
been unexpected. 


She'd been feeling off for a little while and thought that the vacation would have made her feel better. It had 
been her sister who quietly suggested doing a pregnancy test. Initially, she had scoffed at the idea. Jon had 
become a little distant in recent months; still attentive when they'd been out either at family get-togethers or 


in public for his work, but shutting himself into his office or spending more time with Steph and Jesse than 
with her. 


The few times they had been intimate had been nice but not earth-shattering and usually ended up with Jon 
falling asleep immediately afterwards, rolling away to his side of the bed or, even more hurtful to her, getting 


up and leaving. 


So it had come as a shock to see the two lines show up positive on the test. The denial was so strong that 
she'd refused to do the second test that same day and it ended up in her luggage to do when she got home. 


"Are we there yet, Mom?" Stephie's sleepy voice broke through Dot's thoughts about her husband. She turned 
and smiled at their daughter and said, "Yeah, honey, just now." 


"Yay! | can't wait to see Daddy," Stephie exclaimed as she unbuckled herself and opened the door. 
Daddy! It was always Daddy! Dorothea snarked to herself. 


The excited cry from his sister disturbed Jesse, who woke with a startled, half-asleep cry which then turned 


into a full-blown tantrum, turning all his sleepy little boy anger toward his oblivious sister. 

"You woke me up, Stephie! | HATE youl | was asleep!" Jesse railed at his sister. 

"Stephanie Rose, now look what you've done!" Dorothea groused. She had a headache and was tired from the 
road trip.and now she had an upset 5-year-old whose disgruntled cries were echoing throughout the car, the 
garage and her head. 


‘lm sorry, Mom," Stephanie said, contritely, wary of her mother's anger. "I didn't mean to." 


"Go find your father and ask him to come help," she snapped, trying to placate Jesse whilst she started 
unloading their luggage from the trunk. 


Through the open door, she could hear Stephanie going from room to room, the calls for her father getting 
fainter and fainter as she moved upstairs to the bedrooms. Dot had a sudden horror image of Stephanie 


walking in on her father in flagrante with some whore in their bed. 


“Stephanie! | need you back down here now!” she yelled, racing to the garage connector door, looking for her 


daughter. 

Stephanie's face appeared over the banister and Dot was able to breathe again. "He's not here, Mom." 

"Well, maybe he's in the studio or out on a run," she replied, gruffly. "Come and get your suitcase and toys 
and take them to your room? Now, please!" Jesse pushed past her with his Transformer toy, finally calm now 


that he was free of the seatbelt and the promise of all his toys in his room. 


"Yes, Mom," Steph replied and scurried to do as she was told 


"Unpack your clothes, please," Dot reminded her. "And watch Daddy's car! He'll have a fit if you put a scratch 
on it," she said as Stephanie swung her suitcase and backpack from the trunk of the SUV. 


"Yes, Mom" 


Dot slammed the trunk of the car once all the luggage was out and closed the connector door into the main 
house. Reaching for her cell phone, she dialled Jon's number and waited for him to pick it up, but it rang out. 
She tried two more times before giving up and tossing the phone on the kitchen counter with a frustrated 


growl. 


It felt like it always fell to her to be the bad guy out of Jon and herself. Some days it felt that no one would 


notice if she let herself just.slip under the horizon and disappear. 


The kids didn't need her; the nanny and the housekeeper would keep them fed and clothed Her parents and 


sisters didn't need her; her parents moved away to warmer climes and her sisters had their own families. 


Which just left Jon and this new baby.if there was a baby at all. She thought about the other test in her 


luggage and resolved to do it while she was unpacking. 


Dorothea was pretty sure that Jon didn't need her, or want her, anymore. And truthfully, she had to ask 
herself if she needed him anymore, either..apart from providing for their children, however many they might 
number, of course. There were days during her other pregnancies where she'd just felt like an incubation pod 


for the children and nothing more. 


She couldn't deny that she'd entertained the thoughts of other men just to provide the companionship she was 
lacking. Why should he have all the fun, for fuck's sake? But it always came down to that damned contract 
she'd signed not long after they'd got back together after their brief separation.which she'd readily agreed to 
back then when she believed that he loved her. 


It all came down to presentation for the public's consumption. Diane had been the perfect arm candy for 


the Rockstar Jon Bon Jovi „until Sambora ruined it for him and Jon needed a safe option. 
And Dorothea Hurley, high school sweetheart , fit the bill. 


Now she had to doubt whether Jon had truly loved her at all.or she, him. It was time to do some heavy 
thinking about what she wanted, both in the right here, right now and in future..for Stephanie, Jesse and the 
new baby. 


She hoisted her suitcase, as well as Jesse's, up the stairs, taking in the house with a bitter, critical eye, 
making sure everything was still in place after her husband's "get together" the other night. Walking through 


every room, her nostrils flared for any stray perfume scent or piece of intimate clothing. 


Leaving Jesse's suitcase inside the bedroom door, she said to her son, who was happily playing with his toys, 
"l'Il be back to unpack your stuff soon, Big Man. I'll be in my room, okay?" 


‘Okay, Mom," he said, not even looking at her. 
Like father, lke son, she thought to herself irritably. Barely sparing a glance my way. 


Moving into the master, Dot eyed the bed speculatively but everything seemed to be in place but that still 
didn't stop her from peeling back the covers and smelling the linens. She couldn't tell if it was relief or dismay 
that she smelled nothing other than clean linens. Tossing the pillow back onto the bed with a frustrated humph, 
Dorothea hauled the suitcase into the walk-in robe. She opened the case and dug into her clothes, looking for 


the box. 


With a swirl of dread, Dot rose from the floor and walked into the ensuite, closing the door behind her in case 
one of the children walked in. She lowered her clothes and sat on the toilet, placing the test beneath the 
stream of urine for the required amount of time. She capped it and tossed it onto the vanity making it skitter 


across the marble counter, while she finished up and righted her clothes. 


Without giving the test another thought, Dot left the ensuite and returned to the walk-in to unpack. She hung 
up her clean clothes before dealing with anything that needed laundering and was about to drop a bundle into 
the basket when she spied Jon's discarded clothes. 


She picked up his shirt with a dry mouth but a nauseous stomach and brought it to her nose. It smelled like 
her husband but with faint undertones of something, or should she say someone else. Collecting his jeans from 
the floor next, her stomach roiled as she looked at them closely on the inside, searching for telltale white 


stains. 


She didn't know if she was nauseous from the pregnancy or if it was in disgust with herself or Jon, but when 
she saw the evidence with her own eyes, she threw everything on the floor and ran for the toilet, just making 


it in time for her stomach to reject its contents. 


Dorothea fell back against the wall after flushing the toilet and dropped her head to her knees. She knew. She 
always knew when Jon had been unfaithful. Whether it be on the road or in her own fucking house , she always 


knew! 

The biggest question now was..was it only with Richie? 

She had always suspected that there had been something between the two men earlier in their careers, 
although she had never seen any proof. Jon had finally confirmed her suspicions a day ago in his phone call 


when he confessed that they'd recently been intimate..again 


Resting her head against the cool of the tile, the packaging of the pregnancy test drew her eye, taunting her 
even further than her mind already was. Making the effort to move to her knees, Dot reached for the test. 


Wrapping her shaking fingers around the piece of plastic, she turned it over and saw the positive indication in 


the window. 


With a cry of distress, she swiped it all into the trash and fell back to the floor in a fresh wave of despair 
and tears. What was she going to do? How was she going to tell Jon? Would it help her already rocky 
marriage? Would it keep Jon from straying? She scoffed at that stray thought, highly doubting that possibility, 
though it might be worth a try. 


Eventually, rousing herself and moving from the bathroom floor, she crawled to her bed She just wanted to 
hide away in bed and forget about the infidelity, this time and many times before, but she didn't quite have 
the energy just yet. Despondently, she sat against the side table for a moment, idly playing with the edges of 
the bed covering. 


Why am | doing this fo myself, Dot thought. Why do I even care? 


Because you need fo know for sure. You need evidence, the little devil on her shoulder replied. Look under the 


bed.you never know, you might get lucky. 


With a disgruntled whimper, she threw back the edge of the covers and moved to her hands and knees to peer 
under the bed. Nothing but dust and one of Jesse's toy cars. She rested her head on the carpet and closed 
her eyes, trying to figure out if she was relieved that she found nothing, or disappointed in the fact. 


But he could have used a guest room, her conscience pricked at her. Or one of the kids’ rooms 
Her stomach protested again at that thought but it was out there now and there was no taking it back. 
"Mom?!" Stephanie called out from her room. "Jesse and | are hungry!" 


"Oh for fuck's sake," she grumbled to herself, pushing back into a sitting position. "Be there soon," she called 
back. She had something she wanted to do first. 


Walking determinedly to the guest wing, Dot moved methodically through the guest rooms, leaving the Sambora 
suite until last, stripping each of the beds of their coverings, smelling pillows as she'd done in their room, and 


checking beneath each one. 


Once all rooms had been checked, including Stephanie's and Jesse's, Dorothea, satisfied for the moment that 
there didn't seem to be any indication of strange female activities in her house, trudged wearily down the 
stairs to the kitchen to organise something to eat for the children. Spying her phone lying on the counter, she 
opened it and checked the call times. It had been almost two hours since she'd tried to call her husband. 


"Moooom," Jesse called as he bounced down the stairs on his little bottom. "l'm hungry! Can | have some 


cookies, please?" 


"Go wash up and I'll sort something out," she said, wearily. 
"Thanks, Mom," Jesse said, running over to her and hugging her legs. "Love you, Mom." 


"Love you, too, buddy," Dot smiled and kissed the top of her son's head. Okay, maybe not quite so like his 
father, she thought. "Off you go. Stephanie..wash up, honey, and come have a snack." 


“Kay, Mom," her daughter yelled. 


Moving to the fridge for milk and pouring two glasses, Dot then delved into the pantry for the package of 


choc-chip cookies. 


It was then that she noticed the flashing of the answering machine. She was about to press the play button 
and delete the message she'd left for Jon, telling him about their early arrival home because the kids were 
missing him, when Jesse returned in a flurry, launching himself into a stool at the kitchen bench. Stephanie 
joined her brother a few seconds later and the answering machine was forgotten amid the controlled chaos and 


chatter of milk and cookies. 


It seemed an interminable length of time for her usually fast-eating children to finish their snacks before she 


sent them on their way, suggesting they play a movie in the media room. 


Wearily Dot made herself a cup of peppermint tea as she cleaned up the kitchen counter of crumbs and spilled 
milk. She found a notepad and pen before finally pressing the play button on the answering machine, expecting 


to hear her voice or a plethora of work-related messages for Jon 


| know youre with Rich, Jonny. Hi even place bets that youre in his bed..with him and Ashleigh | love you guys like 
brothers but seriously..how about sharing the wealth?! Or at least the intellectual property. | wanna say that you 
both suck.but youre probably already doing that. | also want to call you fuckers..but same deal. Just. just call me, 


soon, okay?! 


The mug Dot was holding clattered to the counter and the pen went skittering to the floor as David's message 
played. 


~ Ke 
Jon POV 


With the recent memory, and a pleasant ache in his ass, Jon stretched and allowed the warmth of Richie's 
large jacuzzi to ease tense muscles, indolently aware of his lovers' conversation as he rubbed his foot against 


the ones opposite him. 


They'd worked their way through another bottle of wine and Richie had brought out a joint that Ashleigh had 


declined. He couldn't remember most of the conversations they'd had but he remembered Richie being inspired 


by something and racing off to grab the closest guitar and notebook, the sound of chords being repeated until 


the right combination was reached before the older man slipped back into the water. 
"| have to work tomorrow, remember?" 


"Fuck work," Richie grumbled. With a tug on Ashleigh's hand, he pulled the naked woman onto his lap and buried 


his head in the crook of her neck. "| wanna spend time with you, sweet thing.” 
"And you will, Ashleigh replied "When | see what my schedule is like tomorrow, we'll work it all out.” 


Jon had sat back in the warm bubbling water, feeling very mellow from the meal Ashleigh had cooked earlier, 
the second-hand spliff smoke and the copious amount of wine he'd drunk. He eyed the exchange speculatively, 
trying to sort out his feelings about this weird threesome he'd found himself a part of. 


Was he jealous of Ashleigh? Yeah, a little, if he was truthful. Did he want Richie just for himself? Fuck yeah, 
especially now that they'd reconnected again. He rubbed at his naked wrists where the cuffs should be. He 
scoffed to himself at how quickly he'd become attached to them. 


But Ashleigh seemed to make Richie happy..very happy, and that's the only thing he ever wanted for him, or 
indeed for any of his guys in the band. The others seemed happy and settled in their lives, and Jon didn't need 
to worry about them. Richie, however, had never seemed to find that happiness, that inner peace that David, 


Tico and Hugh had achieved. Until now. So if Jon had to share his friend, his soulmate, then he would. He 


rubbed his wrists again 
"I can hear you thinking from over here, Jonny," Richie chuckled. "Everything okay?" 


"More than okay, Mookie," he replied with a soft smile to his guitarist. "Just enjoyin' the atmosphere and the 
stars." He tilted his head back on the edge of the flagstones, his arms holding him up. 


"Maybe," Ashleigh interjected, "we should move inside? We did promise our Master a night of pampering, Jon" 
"Yes, ma'am, we did, didn't we?" Jon grinned, suddenly feeling the tingles of anticipation up and down his spine. 
"Why don't you take him upstairs," Jon suggested, shifting to drop his arms and shoulders back under the 


water briefly, "and I'll lock up down here. The code's still the same, Rich?" 


"Yeah, baby," he replied. "I'm just as lazy as you are, it seems," he chuckled, standing up and letting the water 
sluice down his body. 


Jon had to bite down on his lip to stop the small groan from escaping as Richie's semi-erect cock came into 


View. 


God, how did | become such a slut for my best friend's cock?! he wondered. 


Richie handed Ashleigh out of the small pool first, following the pretty blonde and leaving Jon to exit last. 


Ashleigh, with a knowing look, handed Jon a towel to dry off with. "| saw that," she said softly, with a fond 


smile. 


Jon blinked in surprise before turning his face from her apple-green-eyed scrutiny. They were too observant 


and it made him slightly uncomfortable. 


"The need is confusing at first," she looked over her shoulder at Richie who had towelled down and was 
gathering items to take back inside. "Just remember, Jon, l'm not here to fake him from you. However, | do 


think that the three of us could form a very..very healthy relationship.” 


"I hope so, Ash," Jon sighed. "Do you mind if | call you that?" he asked. Receiving an acknowledging affirmation, 


Jon continued, "His happiness, in whatever shape it takes, is all | need and want. And my kids, of course." 


"Of course," Ashleigh acknowledged. She hugged Jon, kissing him, and he couldn't help but appreciate her 
womanly curves as her breasts pressed up against him. He ran his hands down the sweep of her naked back 
to rest comfortably on the swell of her ass. He moved his hands a little lower and cupped her ass, pulling her 


a little closer whilst deepening the kiss. Jon felt fingers in his hair moments before his mouth was pulled from 


Ashleigh's with a tug of his hair. 


"Starting without me?" Richie growled before claiming Ashleigh's mouth then Jon's and the tingles turned into a 


full-blown electrical storm, zinging around beneath his skin 


‘Oh, I'm never going to get tired of that,” Ashleigh mewled softly and Jon felt a shiver run through his 


companion. 


Richie rewarded her with another brief kiss. "You like that, baby? You like seeing Jonny and | get hot an’ heavy 


with each other?" 


"Fuck, yeah," the green-eyed woman exclaimed. "And now, when I'm feeling lonely or horny.'m gonna have my 
own little showreel," she tapped the side of her head, "to keep me company. And you know attorneys have 


excellent memories.” 


Jon laughed and kissed her on the cheek at her frank admission. "I always said | work better live. What about 
you, Mookie? We're a pretty formidable team, live." 


"| gotta be one of the luckiest fuckers on this here green earth," Richie said, punctuating the statement with 
more kisses. "But unless you wanna give my neighbours a live show, | suggest we go inside. Jonny's lily-white 


ass is probably already drawing attention the way it glows in the dark" 


"Heyl" Jon exclaimed, giving Richie a little shoulder-shove. "Just because | don't spend half my time on the 


other side of the country, layin’ around in the sun" 
"Phht.laying around in the sun," Richie scoffed. "Ill have you know I'm workin’ out there." 


"Yeah..working on your ass tan," Jon chuckled. "Ashleigh, darlin’, | may need you to mount his defence case if he 


kills me," Jon said as Richie opened his mouth to counter the accusation. 


"Oh, I'll be more than happy to mount anything you two care to present to me," she purred and winked saucily 
before sauntering into the house with a swing of her hips. 


The comment stopped both men in their tracks and Richie clutched at his chest dramatically, saying, "Be still 
my heart!" 


Jon chuckled at the antics and said, "Go on, get outta here. I'll lock up for you." Richie almost raced for the 
door but stopped, just before stepping over the threshold, "Jonny..don't be too long, baby. | want you up there, 


too. Ya hear me?!" 


Jon nodded, collected the glasses and remaining detritus from their evening beside the pool, "I hear ya, Mookie. 


Ill be there in a few, don't worry. Go on.. it's not like you to keep a naked and horny lady waiting." 


Richie flashed him a quick smile and disappeared inside his house. A few moments later he heard Ashleigh's 


squeal of surprise when Richie, growling like a wild animal, had caught up with her. 


Jon chuckled softly to himself as he placed the contents of his hands onto the kitchen counter before doing a 


last-minute visual check as he closed the door, turning the lock and drawing the shades. 


On his way past the counter again, he noticed his phone. He felt a slight twinge of guilt for not calling Dot and 
the kids today but he would say he'd been busy or it died and it would go unquestioned. Richie's phones had 
been ringing periodically through the day and whilst not answering, they listened to David's increasingly 
frustrated and at times, angry messages about being left out of the loop. Richie had convinced Jon to let him 


stew for another day as punishment for being a demanding diva. 
"Beastie!" Richie yelled from upstairs. "Get your ass up here!" 


"Coming!" he yelled back. "Now who's being a demanding diva?" he muttered with a grin He killed the lights and 
set the alarm at the bottom of the stairs before racing up the stairs himself. 


He stopped just inside the door and spent a moment taking it all in. Jon was shocked, to be honest. This was the 
side of Richie that he rarely let anyone see. It was his vulnerable side, which Richie had allowed Jon to see only 


a few times in their previous time together. 


This was who his Mookie was! 


Not the man the public knew as Richie Sambora, Bon Jovi's King of Swing. Not the man that had the reputation 
as being Bon Jovi's man-slut. Not the one that had the little black book of ready and willing women in every 
city of the world Not the man that put on the goofy persona in front of the press, to take the pressure off 


when Jon was having a bad day. 


Richie was the one that would go out of his way to make you feel comfortable and supported in whatever way 
you needed before you even knew you needed anything at all. The one that lived and loved as though it was his 
last moments on earth. The one that loved his food, his wine and his women equally; tasty at the time but 


didn't care for the ones that left him with a bad taste in his mouth. 


Hs Mookie was the one that looked at you as though you were the centre of his whole world when he told you 


he loved you. The one that made love to you and made sure it was all about your pleasure before his. 


The one that hid his heartbreak when his schmuck of a lead singer told him he had married Dorothea on a 
whim after getting spooked by something that had been asked in the press one day. 


Sure, they'd remained best friends after their physical relationship had stopped when he'd married Dot but Jon 
had been kidding himself over the years that she had been the only person he needed. 


As much as Master Richie had turned him on sexually this weekend, his Mookie was the one that had turned 


him on emotionally all these years. 


This whole weekend.. had it only been one weekend?! .. had been a complete mind-fuck for Jon all around. Finding 
out that his guitarist and best friend was a BDSM Master and had been for years. Then falling under his spell, 
agreeing to become his sub and reconnecting on a visceral level sexually. But that bought the most important 


reconnection, the emotional one that Jon hadn't realised he needed the most. 


His born-in-the-wrong-decade guitarist had set the seduction standard high with the same dirty, sexy rock 
songs from the ‘10s, piped through the hidden sound system and countless flickering candles over almost 
every conceivable surface. Some had already oozed over the sides but the brighter flames were coming from 
the newer pillars that had yet to melt a hollow. There were scarves draped over bedside lamps and the air 


was heavy with sandalwood incense and the sweeter undertone of weed. 

The room had an ethereal ambience to it, amplified by the naked couple, lost in their soft kisses and caresses. 
Jon watched them quietly, appreciating the beauty of it all and couldn't help himself and let his hands wander 
over his body. Imagining that his hands were Richie's and to a lesser extent, Ashleigh's, touching himself in 


time with the exploring hands on the bed. 


Finding the impetus to move, needing the make-believe to be real, Jon pushed away from the door frame and 


slipped onto the large bed, positioning the dark-haired man between himself and Ashleigh. 


Sliding his fingers lightly down Richie's side, letting his erection tap against his best friend's thigh in a gentle 
request for attention. Jon kissed Ashleigh's fingers when her hand strayed close by and her green eyes popped 
open as she tilted her head, allowing Richie's mouth to explore. Ashleigh smiled, blinking slowly, including Jon in 


her sweet caress. 


Jon winked at her before brushing some of Richie's hair from his neck and placed small, tender kisses on each 
of his freckles which were numerous from his time in the sun. They seemed to taste darker against his 
caramel skin. Richie hummed in acknowledgement that Jon was there and shifted a little, reaching his hand back 


and touching Jon on the thigh, leaving Jon trembling like a leaf. 


It blew his mind that one touch like that could do that to him? Does he know? Does he feel the same way , Jon 


wondered. 


He wanted to make Richie feel that same way..so with a shift in position, he turned Richie's face to him. While 
Ashleigh was working her way down Richie's body, Jon cupped his face, brushing a thumb over the impossibly 
soft bottom lip. The dark, velvety eyes met and held his and Jon knew they were connected in a way that 


needed no words. 
"Thank you," Jon mouthed, receiving a slow blink in acknowledgement. 


Ashleigh moved, drawing their attention away from each other, pushing up to her knees and leaning over Richie 


to take Jon away with her hot and sweet, steamy kisses as Richie shifted beneath them. 


Jon felt calloused hands over his back as Richie, no doubt doing the same to Ashleigh, scooped his ass cheek 


into his hand, squeezing and gripping the muscle that was still tender from the lap dance earlier. 


Breaking away from the sweet mouth, Jon moved down Ashleigh's neck, brushing his thumb across her nipple, 
teasing and taunting it into a tight little nub. Ashleigh moaned as he dragged his tongue down the column He 
breathed deeply, appreciating the softer fragrance of the woman that was happy to become part of their 


perverted little arrangement. 


Cupping the creamy flesh of her breast in his hand, Jon dipped his head to take the rosy pearl into his mouth. 
Ashleigh gasped before releasing a mewl of need as he tongued at the sensitive nubbin, biting down and suckling 


like a child 


"That's it, Jonny," Richie murmured from below them. "You're making my Beauty wet with that tongue of 


yours." 


It was Jon's turn to groan when Richie's hand wrapped around his length and stroked him. He shuddered a little 


at how reactive his dick was to the older man's touch. Or it could just be from being overused. 


"Ohhh... fuck ," he groaned, enjoying the feel of delicate fingers sifting through his chest hair but stronger ones 
around his length. He had to brace himself on Richie's stomach when he glanced down just as his friend opened 


his mouth and Jon felt the warmth envelop him. 


His cock hadn't seen this much action since their early careers and certainly not recently at home. Sex with 
Dot had been perfunctory at best, lately. Fulfilling his body's needs. She'd become moody, especially around the 
children, and clingy, yet pushed him away at the same time. 


Knowing they were heading back out on the road shortly, he wanted to make sure that he'd spent some quality 
time with Stephie and Jesse and, of course, Dot but she seemed to tense up and reject him the longer he 
spent with their children. It hadn't made any sense to him which didn't help matters, so he gave her space to 
figure out what she actually wanted. 


Ashleigh shifted, gently pushing Jon out of the way. "I think its my turn for that mouth, don't you?" 


If anyone happened to glance in they would have seen a moving, seething mass of limbs and genitalia as the 


thruple shifted and moved to accommodate each other's wants and needs. 


"Give a dying man a taste of that life-giving nectar, baby," Richie said, shuffling down in the bed a little as 
Ashleigh settled herself over his face. 


“That's it, darlin," Richie crooned and gripped Ashleigh by the hips, pulling her down, sealing his mouth over her 


feminine lips. 


Jon shuffled on his knees to the other end of the bed, between the man's thighs. Running his hands up Richie's 
legs, through the crisp hair and enjoying the prickle of it against his palms. Reaching his bent knees, Jon pushed 
them open wide and continued the path downward, over the softer skin of Richie's inner thighs. 


With a lick of his lips at the sight of Richie's body laid bare, Jon arranged himself the best he could with his 
insistent and impatient erection pushing into the mattress. He nuzzled his stubbled cheek against Richie's thigh 
and kissed a trail over that softness getting closer and closer to the object of his thirst. 


He nosed around Richie's balls, tonguing at them, drawing them into his mouth and feeling them tighten up as 

his thumb brushed teasingly over the lower entrance. Placing his free hand on Richie's lower belly, he revelled 
in the jump and dance of muscles below and above his hand as Richie's stomach clenched but his cock, seeking 
relief, bounced around uncontrollably when Jon gently pressed against his rosy pucker. 

"So fuckin’ tasty," Jon mumbled, pulling his knees underneath him so that he could reach both dicks easily. 

"So is this sweet pussy," Richie mumbled from beneath Ashleigh's body. 

"Suck it, Jon," Ashleigh added, "Do what you did earlier..it was fucking hot" 


Jon smirked at the blonde woman that was riding his friend's face. "You were supposed to be sleeping, baby." 


"Please..ch god..." Ashleigh groaned as Richie doubled down on his efforts and Jon dipped his head, taking the 
meaty treat into his mouth, working Richie's length slowly into his throat. He was usually very careful with his 
vocal cords but, after slurping on his best friend this weekend, he'd need to allow them some time to recover 


from the abuse. 


With a sudden inhale from Ashleigh, then two matching groans from her and Richie, Jon glanced up to see the 


pretty blonde riding the crest of an orgasm, while Richie's face was covered in her sweet nectar. 


Releasing his hold on Richie for the moment, Jon moved up through his legs, letting their two cocks rub 
against each other as he licked at the juice dribbling down Richie's cheek and chin. Slipping his tongue between 
Ashleigh's folds and flicking her clit, Jon felt her nails across his shoulders at the same time as a large hand 
on his ass. With the combined assault of tongues, a cry rent the air as Ashleigh convulsed above the two men, 


offering her sweetness to them again. 


Jon shifted and murmured, "C'mere, baby," to Ashleigh and helped her to move from over Richie. "Rich..swap 


places... 
Richie rolled off to the side and Ashleigh settled herself on her back between the two men. 


"Come to mama, baby," Ashleigh said, tugging Richie above her, welcoming him between her open thighs that 
were glistening in the candlelight. 


"Oh, Babygirl," Richie crooned. "Thank god you ain't my mama..coz l'm gonna do stuff to you that ought to be 
illegal." 


"That's it, Rich," Jon murmured, kneeling beside the couple, waiting for them to settle comfortably again 
Ashleigh reached out for Jon, batting his hand away from his erection and stroked with an assured hand, as 
Richie shifted one of her legs up higher. "Feels good, Ashleigh-baby," Jon praised. "Just a little harder..oh, fuck 
yeah..." Closing his eyes Jon dropped his head back, enjoying himself immensely. 


The womanly high-pitched moans as Richie pressed himself home into her warmth was like the finest 
symphony matched with the steady bass-thump of his heart and finally complimented by the faster rhythm 
of Richie's hips against Ashleigh's. 


Jon felt his orgasm flicker to life and, even though he'd emptied himself earlier, he knew he wanted to bring 
Richie to an equally gut-wrenching climax. Gently gripping Ashleigh's wrist, he pulled her free and brought her 
hand to his lips. He smelled himself on her delicate skin and he nuzzled against her palm before licking it and 
suckling on her fingers. 


Trailing his tongue along her wrist to her elbow then to her shoulder as Richie's hips kept up their slow but 
steady rhythm. He stole heated kisses from both lovers on his taste-testing journey over the sweat-damp 
skin. Continuing his quest, Jon ended up covering Richie's back with kisses and nibbles down his spine. He sat on 


his haunches between two sets of spread legs, appreciating the sight of Richie's girth sliding effortlessly into 
Ashleigh's moist, warm body. 


Fisting himself in time with the mating couple, Jon used his free hand to reach for the lube that Richie had 
left handy, and, using his thumb to flip the lid, drizzled a hefty amount through the man's rutting ass cheeks, 
letting it drip over and around his balls and over Ashleigh's pretty-in-pirk pussy. 


Jon capped the bottle and let it drop beside the bed where he'd found it. Then, with his thumb, smoothed the 
slippery gel over Richie's pucker and smirked when it greedily opened and closed under his touch. He couldn't 
help himself. Jon leaned forward and rimmed the gaping hole with his tongue, his stubble scraping against 


delicate skin making the man gasp. 
"Fuck yeah! Jesus, fuck!" Richie swore as Jon french kissed his ass without hesitation 


After a couple of minutes, between his tongue and fingers, Jon knew he'd worked Richie open sufficiently to 


receive his aching dick. 
"Master." Jon said. "I want to fuck you. May |? May | fuck your delicious ass while you fuck your Beauty?" 
"Godl Fuck, yeah, baby," Richie panted, slowing and shifting to accommodate Jon's imminent invasion 


"Bring our Master off, Beastie," Beauty said. "Make him cum as he made you do, this afternoon, baby. | wanna 
feel it dripping out of my pussy." 


" Fuuuck!" Jon groaned as he pressed himself into his lover's heat. "Goddamn it!" he swore as he pushed in 
further, easing himself in then back out a little as the three of them adjusted to the extra stimuli. 
"Mookie..shit... fuck |" 


Richie groaned a great rumbly noise coming from deep in his chest as Jon bottomed out. Alll three lovers took 
a moment to settle into the next phase. Jon straightened and smoothed his hand over Richie's back and thighs 
before reaching further down to tease Ashleigh's pretty little clit and rubbing the underside of Richie's cock 
where it was buried within her, making them both squirm and shift. 


"Ready, Master?" Jon murmured when he noticed Richie's hips start to move again in response to Ashleigh's 


body responding to Jon's touch. 
"Yeah..yeah," Richie panted. 


Ashleigh cupped the face of the man in the middle of his submissives. "Then take from us, Master," she said. 


"We are here to serve." 


"Jesus Christ," Richie breathed, swallowing hard, as he slowly rocked his hips into her molten heat. 


Jon snarled like a feral animal; the need to mate with his partner trying to take over, but he forced himself to 
take it slow and let Richie take the lead. The heat built up in the room at a steady rate as surely as it did 
within their bodies. Sweat dripped from brows and chins, running down limbs in rivulets, skin slid easily against 


skin as the three edged each other to their tipping points. 
"Master..you hold us in your hand," Jon panted heavily. "Give us your permission" 


Richie whimpered in the effort of holding everyone in check until now. With a great, rumbling roar, he gave his 


submissives the release command, 


Beauty arched back into the pillows as her orgasm hit, her fluttering internal muscles clamped down around 


Richie's erection, pulling his seed from him with each milking pulse. 


The erratic movements and constriction of the ring of muscle around Jon's cock sent his mind careening off 
the edge and into oblivion as his climax smashed through him. He twitched and convulsed for the second time 
that evening whilst his body expelled thick, creamy ropes of cum deep within his friend. He felt the scalding 
heat around his cock as he slammed himself into Richie's body, time and time again with any pain being 


overridden by the pleasure he was feeling. 


With a pathetic mewl, Jon freed himself from Richie's ass and helped the couple beneath him to roll to their 
sides. Both cried out at the loss and in relief as Richie also extricated himself from Ashleigh. 


Ashleigh cuddled into the older man's side and Jon was about to slip away to get washcloths when he felt a 


strong grip around his wrist. Richie made his intentions known to Jon who, gratefully, laid down on Richie's 


other side with a gentle tug. 


"Not yet, baby," Richie said, his voice hoarse from the exertion. He kissed Jon deeply and murmured, "Thank 
you, baby," against Jon's lips before rewarding Ashleigh with a similar kiss. 


As the candles snuffed out one by one, drowning in their own melted bodies, the three heated lovers, arms and 


legs entwined intimately, lovingly, cooled and calmed as each slipped into Morpheus’ welcoming embrace. 


~ EK 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Another book is done and dusted! 


Thank you to everyone who has taken the time to read and comment. The third part of this has already been 
started because..you'll see why at the end. But I'm going to take some time to get a couple of chapters under 


my belt before posting. 


And you never know.| may squeeze something in from our boys, too, since they all dropped in to say hi last 
week. 


Love to you all and stay safe 


J 


The Next Morning 


Jon POV 


Ashleigh's alarm had gone off early that morning and, while she was showering and getting ready for work, 
Richie and Jon dragged themselves down to the kitchen to start the coffee and put together a basic breakfast. 


"lIl take Ashleigh to work and then drop you off at home?" Richie asked, cracking eggs into a bowl. He was no 


cook but managed to throw together a mean scrambled eggs when the occasion arose. 


"Sounds like a plan," Jon agreed. He'd almost drained his first cup in one gulp, oblivious to the heat. It had been 


a very late night or early morning and his body ached in places that he'd never imagined aching. "I need to 


sleep before | tackle speaking with David" He took a sip of his coffee before continuing, "Speaking of which..you 


never did listen to all your messages." 


He was leaning on the counter that held Richie's answering machine, the blinking light had drawn his attention. 
The fact that his phone was beside it and probably had just as many messages was not lost on him but he 


chose to ignore those just as Richie was ignoring his. 


| can guarantee there'll be more of what Lema left yesterday," Richie replied with a shrug as he whisked the 


eggs once more before pouring them into the frying pan. “Just delete them." 
"You don't want to see if your Mom called?" Jon questioned. 


Hl call her later anyway. And Lema, too, | guess. Just do it," he said and nodded when Jon sent him a 
questioning look. "I know the boss hasn't left any messages," he chuckled. 


‘Other than the ones on your body, you mean," Jon smirked and hit the delete button 


Richie's neck and body, left shirtless for the moment, was littered with blooming purple bites. Jon couldn't tell 
which ones were his and which were Ashleigh's but regardless, he felt a sense of pride, or ownership, maybe, 


that he'd put them there, he'd marked his territory. 
"Oh god,” Ashleigh groaned as she came down the stairs. "That smells divine, boys. I'm starving." 


"Wow!" Richie exclaimed as she walked into the kitchen. If he were a cartoon character, Jon mused, his 


guitarists tongue would go rolling across the floor. 


Ashleigh was dressed in a navy business suit, white blouse and high heels with her freshly-washed hair pulled 
into a high ponytail so that the loose waves bounced across her shoulders. Placing her travel case by the 
counter, she greeted Jon first with a kiss and accepted the proffered coffee cup before moving to Richie's 
side. 


"Careful of the splatter, baby," Richie said as Ashleigh melted against him, tipping her head to receive a more 


prolonged kiss from him. 


"I hate to rush, but | don't want to be late to work since | had yesterday off," Ashleigh said after the kiss 
broke naturally. 


"Hand me a plate and I'll dish up," Richie said. "Jonny?! Are you ready to eat?" 


Within the hour, breakfast was eaten, the kitchen cleaned and everyone bundled into Richie's Hummer for the 
ride into Ashleigh's office. Ashleigh had pulled out her diary while Richie drove, and tried to coordinate some 
time in the next week for her and Richie to meet up again before they hit the road for the next leg of the 


tour. 


"When is Dorothea back, Jon?" Ashleigh asked. "I would love to meet her one day." 


"Wednesday, | believe," he replied, a twinge of guilt riding through him, remembering that he hadn't called her 
back yet. 


"Get your folks to look after the munchkins and we'll go out for dinner before we head out," Richie suggested. 


"We dont leave until Tuesday morning if | remember correctly 

"Sure," Jon nodded. "And yeah, Tuesday, about eight in the morning or something like that" 

"Gone so soon," Ashleigh pouted. 

Richie picked up the woman's hand and kissed the knuckles before glancing at Jon in the back seat. "I'm sure if 
you have your passport ready and waiting, | might be able to convince the boss to let you join us whenever 


you want." 


‘Oh..well, thanks but | can't see me getting any major vacation time for quite a while," she said, sadly. "Next 


left then the first complex on the right." 
Richie pulled the car into the garage of the complex, using Ashleigh's pass to open the boom gate. 


"My car's just over there," she said, pointing to a little blue compact Nissan. "It's so tiny in comparison to this 


monster.” 
"That's what all the girls say," Richie chuckled. "Especially if it's after being with Jonny.’ 


"Hey! Asshole!" Jon yelped from the back seat, kicking his guitarist from behind. "You weren't complaining last 
night!" 


"No complaints from me either, sweetie," Ashleigh added over her shoulder as Richie threaded his car into a 


spot close by and put the parking brake on, leaving the engine running. 
"How are we for timing?" he asked. 


Ashleigh checked her watch and nodded. "Amazing, to be honest. I'll have to remember those shortcuts for the 
future." 


"Do you want to open your trunk and I'll transfer all your stuff?" Jon asked, pushing open the door as Richie 
exited the car and walked around the front to open Ashleigh's door. 


The car park was a hive of early morning activity with workers claiming their regular spots. Doors slammed 


and alarms beeped as they were set. People eyed the huge car with interest as they passed by. 


Richie swung Ashleigh out of the passenger seat and set her on her feet, holding her close. 
"Who would have thought that only a few days ago | was worried about exposing that pink vibrator as | drove 
here," Ashleigh murmured as she held Richie's gaze. Jon gently extracted her car keys from her fingers and 


set about moving her luggage from one car to the other. 


"Now look at me," she said, touching the collar at her neck. "Indentured to a very sexy man who happens to be 


one of the biggest rockstars on the planet." 


"Well, darlin’, remember that I'm just a man first and foremost," Richie replied. Jon slammed the trunk closed 


on Ashleigh's car just as Richie took Ashleigh’s lips with his. 
"Ms Weston!" a voice echoed through the cavernous void. "So good to see you back." 
Ashleigh turned, wrenching herself from Richie's kiss. "Mr Norris! l- |.ah..good morning." 


Jon watched curiously, settling himself against Ashleigh's car. The older, well-dressed man had an authoritative 


air about him but not in the kindly, father-figure way. A little creepier than that: 

"I trust you've had a lovely visit with..," Norris looked Richie up and down, "your brother?!" 

"Um.Mr Norris, this isn't-." 

"Hi there," Richie said, holding out his hand to the older man, but keeping a firm hold on Ashleigh. "I want to 
thank you for letting my.sister.have yesterday off. It was a very..fulfilling.reunion for my brother and me 


with her." 


Jon almost choked at Richie's blatant lie and being drawn into it. Ashleigh's boss swivelled to look at Jon with a 


confused frown creasing his brow. Jon smiled, waved and moved to stand beside his friend. 

"Oh! Um.of course," Norris spluttered 

"Well, sis," Jon said, playing along with the ruse, drawing Ashleigh away from Richie, "I guess this is goodbye 
for now. We'll see each other soon enough." Jon, pulling Ashleigh close to him, slipped his hand to the back of 
her neck and drew her in for a deep kiss. Richie's dark chuckle reached his ears along with the shocked gasp 
from the bystander. 


"Got a goodbye kiss for me too, sis?" he said before doing the same as Jon had done. 


Propping himself against the black Hummer, Jon wiped at his bottom lip with a smirk as Ashleigh's boss gaped 
at the couple. 


"Well..yes.t'll see you in the office asap, Ms Weston," Norris harrumphed and stalked off toward the elevator 
bank. 


"You're both so bad," Ashleigh said, cuddling into Richie's side. "Now my boss will think I'm some kind of sexual 


freak or something." 
"But you are, my Beauty," Richie asked, hooking his finger under her chin. "Don't ever forget that." 


‘| won't, Master," she murmured. "l.l guess | should go," she continued. Her voice started to wobble slightly. 
‘Otherwise, Old Man Norris is bound to pile me up with more work as punishment and I'll never get to see you 


before you leave." Ashleigh dropped her head against Richie's chest with a sad sigh. 


"Then resign," Richie said, matter-of-factly. "I'm sure you're more than qualified enough to just walk into 


another position" 


Ashleigh shrugged. "I don't want to go..but | have to," she said. "When | placed the ad, | never expected anything 
like this to happen. This weekend has meant so much to me, Richie. Thank you." 


"I want to see where this..us..goes," he said. "Now that I've found you, my Beauty, you're not getting away that 
easily.” 


Jon shuffled his feet a little hearing Richie's declaration and felt a twinge of jealousy. He'd been chewing on his 
thumb, waiting, but had pulled at the skin a little too hard at those words even though both of them had 
assured him that he was a very welcome part of the relationship. As though sensing his darker thoughts, the 
weight of the leather cuffs suddenly made him conscious of them as the couple said their tender goodbyes. 


Ashleigh pulled free of Richie's grasp and turned to Jon, wrapping her slender arms around his neck and 
hugged him tightly. "Thank you, Jon. For everything. | hope it all works out with your wife. Be honest with her," 
she said. "Just remember.'m not going to steal him away from you." She kissed his cheek as she squeezed a 


little tighter. "I'll see you soon, | hope.” 


"Knowing the big guy," Jon replied, gently pushing her away, "we'll see as much of you as you'll be able 
to.workwise, that is. Take care, darlin’." 


With another quick kiss to them both, Ashleigh hurried to the elevator, her heels echoing against the concrete, 
and disappeared behind the metallic doors. 


"Big guy?!" Richie turned to Jon with a questioning look. 
"Just telling the truth, babe," he chuckled, with a glance down to his crotch and a waggle of his eyebrows. Jon 


opened the passenger door and climbed in, saying, "Home, James!" He pulled the door shut on Richie's 


disgruntled face and watched him walk around the front of the car to the driver's side. 


With a slam of the door, Richie turned over the engine after sliding behind the wheel. "You're so lucky | love 
you, Jonny," he said, reversing the large car from the space and following the signage back out of the car park 


and onto the street. 
~ ew 


As Richie pulled off the road and into the driveway of the Red Bank house, Jon frowned at the feeling of 
unease that had settled over him the closer they got to the house designed by his wife. 


Richie pulled to a stop, leaving the engine running and shifted to look at him. "Will you be okay in there by 
yourself?" Richie asked. 


"Yeah," Jon nodded, glancing up at the second floor. "I'm just gonna have a hot shower and hit the sack for a 


couple of hours. Can | come over later or are you sick of me already?" Jon asked with a nervous chuckle, 


hiding behind his hair. 
He heard Richie's sigh before he said, "Look at me, Beastie." 
Jon turned his face toward his friend and saw nothing but love. 


"You know you can come over whenever you want to," Richie said. "I've never been able to say no to you, don't 


you see that?!" 


Jon huffed wryly, "Same goes for you" They gazed at each other for a long moment, letting their souls speak 
the truth to the other. "Master..can you kiss me before you leave? Please?" 


"You never have to beg for my kisses, Jonny," Richie smiled softly before leaning over the console, slipping his 


hand behind Jon's head and pulling him closer. 


Jon, safe in the knowledge that Richie had angled the car in a way that anyone that was passing by the main 


gates wouldn't be able to see into the darkened car, let himself drown in the older man's kiss. 


When Richie pulled back, leaving Jon's head spinning, he said, "Go get some sleep, baby. Come over later or give 


me a booty call and I'll come here." 


"Okay," Jon replied, punctuating it with another small kiss before pushing the car door open and letting his feet 
hit the gravel drive with a crunch. Closing the door, Jon stood watching the familiar black car disappear down 


the driveway and out onto the road before he turned toward the house, opting to go through the garage. 


As the door rolled up, Jon's gut clenched when he saw Dorothea's car. Why was she home early? Had 
something happened to one of the kids? He felt sick and cursed himself for ignoring her phone calls. Ducking 
under the door before it opened fully, he raced inside, pushing the button to reverse the door's direction of 


travel on his way past. 


Scanning the house as he searched for his family, he yelled out, "Hello?!" and was greeted with two happy yelps 
of "Daddy!" before Stephanie and Jesse ran from the media room, throwing themselves at him. 


"Hey, you two! You're home early!" he said, scooping them both up into his arms and covering them with 
kisses. 


"You weren't home when we got here yesterday," Stephanie said in a fair imitation of her mother's accusatory 


tone. "Where were you, Daddy?!" 

| was with Uncle Mookie, Princess," he said, pushing back against the guilt. Jesse squirmed to get down, his 
five-year-old mind moving like mercury, onto something else. "We were..working and lost track of time, so | 
stayed there last night." 

‘Oh, okay," Stephie said, wrapping her arms around Jon's neck. He buried his nose into her hair and breathed 
deeply, wondering if her mother, who had yet to appear, was going to be as quick to forgive or whether he 
was going to pay the price. 

"Where's your Mom, Stephie?" Jon asked, setting his daughter on her feet again 


"In the guest wing, making all the beds again," she said, tugging on his hand. "Come and watch the movie with 


us, Daddy." 


| was going to take a shower. | stink," he said, distracted by the comment about Dot making beds. That was 
usually the housekeeper's job. 


"You don't stink, Daddy," Stephie said. "You smell like Uncle Mookie, that's all. And he smells nice." 

"Yeah, he does." 

He allowed himself to be led into the darkened room and pushed into the plush sofa as their latest Disney 
obsession was playing on the big screen for the umpteenth time. Jesse settled himself on Jon's lap and Stephie 


cuddled in beside him. 


Jon was in his happy place, surrounded by his children, letting them chatter away about their vacation as the 


cartoon characters played, forgotten, on the screen 
"You're home," Dorothea's voice came from behind him. 
"Hey, honey," he said brightly. "Is good to see youl” 


"Asshole," she muttered softly, bitterly, turned and left the room. 


Jon sighed to himself and figured he'd have to do a lot of explaining and making up later after the kids had 
gone to bed. 


The rest of the day was spent in radio silence with his wife so Jon spent the time with his kids, taking them 
outside to play and to go get ice cream. He spent a half-hour or so in his office while the children were having 


their baths, clearing out the rest of his machine, which curiously enough, held no more from Lema. 


Later that evening, as Dorothea was in the kitchen making a shopping list for the housekeeper for the next 
day, Jon stood in the doorway and watched her silently. Feeling guilt settle over him like a mantle, he pushed 
away from the doorframe and walked up behind her, slipping his arms around her waist and kissing the back of 


her neck 

‘lm sorry | didn't get your calls, baby," he said against her skin, moving his hands to cup her breasts. He was 
surprised at how much fuller they seemed to be..or maybe it was just his imagination He brushed his thumbs 
over her nipples and felt them respond instantly to his touch. 

"What are those?" Dot asked, the disdain clear in her tone. 

"What is what, baby?" Jon mumbled, intent on at least showing his wife a decent apology-fuck. 

"Those disgusting things around your wrists," she replied. "H's not the ‘80's anymore, Jon. Just how old do you 
think you are?! Take them off" Dot pushed his hands away from her breasts and Jon let them drop to his 
side. 

‘| like ‘em," he said, bristling at the request. "They're not coming off. They were a gift" 

"From who?" Dot turned to pin him with a challenging stare and asked, "Your fuck-buddy, Sambora?" 


Jon froze. This was not going well, he surmised. 


"| thought so," his wife spat, rounding on him. "Was it just him ?! Or did you have other whores in your bed 


too, Jon?! How many?! One? Two? Five?" 


"My phone died and Rich and | were working and lost track of time." He doubled down on the excuses hoping 
that she'd take at least one of them as the truth. "That's it" He tried to draw her in again by placing his 


hands on her upper arms. 


"Get the fuck away from me," she snarled, shaking him off, pushing the notebook away and knocking over her 
glass of water in the process. She brushed past him toward the stairs, hitting the light switches on her way 
past and leaving Jon in the dark, literally and figuratively. 


Fuck! he swore to himself. He heard the slam of their bedroom door and scrubbed his hand across his face. He 
guessed he fucked up by not approaching her sooner today and talking all of this shit out. Jon turned on the 


extractor fan light and cleaned up the water, setting the glass in the sink for tomorrow before killing the light. 


Walking to the front door, he made sure it was locked and set the alarm for the evening and stared up at the 


second floor, wondering what was going to greet him when he got there. 


He did know that he wasn't going to be able to strip down or shower in front of Dot and the kids until he'd 
explained in full to the former or until the lovebites and scratches had healed and faded for the latter. At 
least Ashleigh and Richie had been thoughtful enough not to leave them around his neck. The rest of his body 


had been fair game. 

Jon dragged his fingers through his hair, emitting a soft groan, before trudging up the stairs. 

He called in on his Princess first, brushing a strand of hair from her face before bending over and kissing her 
head. He couldn't believe how fast time had flown. One minute the nurse had placed a slimy, squalling little 


human being in his arms and the next she was in grade school. 


"Always stay my litle girl, Princess," he murmured as he pulled up the bedding around her shoulders. He 


closed the door to Stephanie's room, standing outside her door for a moment. 

There was an eerie silence coming from the Master bedroom when he would have expected Dorothea to be 
slamming doors and breaking things. Or at the very least screaming in rage, which seemed to be the done thing 
before she took the kids on vacation Maybe the visit to her family had helped. 

Jon checked in on Jesse next, turning his son up the right way in bed with a soft, "Shh, buddy, it's just Daddy," 
when he'd startled a little. He made sure Jesse had his favourite teddy bear and tucked the sheets in around 
his little boy, knowing full well that they would be pulled out and Jesse would be flipped within the hour. 

"Sweet dreams, Big Man," Jon whispered. 

Trying to sneak out of the room, Jon's bare feet found a stray Lego block. He clenched his teeth and breathed 
through the pain. He made a wry, mental note to tell Richie that he did learn something this weekend that 


would come in handy at home. 


Closing Jesse's door, Jon pulled out his phone and typed a quick message to Richie, explaining that Dot was back 
early so there would be no booty call tonight. He hit send and got a reply almost immediately. 


| got your back, baby, if you need me. Hil be thinking of you. Call me. Love Rxx 
Jon smiled at the message and slipped his phone back into his pocket. 


With a determined sigh, Jon walked the hall to their bedroom and closed the door behind him, leaning against it. 


His wife was curled up in bed. He knew she wasn't asleep; she was never able to sleep with the lights on 


"We need to talk, baby," Jon said, moving away from the door to approach the bed. He sat, on top of the 


comforter, on his side and asked, "Can you roll over and look at me?" 
Dot didn't move, nor did she answer him. He reached out to touch her shoulder. "Dottie..c'mon-." 
"Don't," she snarled, shrugging his hand away. 


"We need to talk!" Jon exclaimed, pushing up from the bed and paced the floor. "Now..tonight. Before any of this 
gets bigger than it needs to be." 


"| don't want to hear," his wife replied angrily, throwing the covers back, half sitting up and glaring at him, 
‘about how you threw a supposed dinner party and fucked random strangers that were in MY house!" 


"Good!" Jon yelled back, Dot's accusations immediately raising his temper level defensively. "Coz that's not what 


you're gonna hear!" 


"Then what am | gonna hear, Jon?!" Dot retorted. "That it was just you and the boys in the band? | highly 


doubt that..considering David's phone calls and messages." 


" fuck!" Jon yelled again, cursing David with every unfortunate mishap under the sun. "What the fuck did Lema 
say? Huh?!" 


"Nothing." 


"Nothing?! David Bryan said nothing?! | highly doubt that," Jon scoffed. "That man has never shut his fucking 


mouth since his mother gave birth to him!" 
"I didn't speak to him, okay?!" 


"So then you listened to a bunch of messages that fucker has left and what?!" Jon moved to stand in front of 


his wife. "What, Dottie? Believed him before listening to a word | have to say?!" 

"Maybe because | might actually get the truth for once, Jon!" she replied. "Dont you think that | know you've 
been unfaithful? Do you think I'm that blind to it?! Especially when you leave evidence of it in your jeans," She 
slipped from the bed and stalked past him to the bathroom. She was about to slam the door in his face but 
Jon put his hand out just in time to stop it. "Get out!" 


"No! We need to talk, baby," Jon said. "lm willing to lay myself bare here and you're shutting me down without 


giving me a chance." 
"I can't even look at you at the moment, Jon," Dot said, bracing herself against the vanity. 


"Then don't look," he said, sadly. "Just listen. Don't push me away like you have been the last few months." 


"Hal" she scoffed. "You've barely paid a minute's attention to me. You're always with the children or the band. 
When do | get a look in, Jon?! When?! Tell me that much." 


Jon stepped up behind her and tentatively touched her shoulder, their eyes finally meeting in the mirror. 
Angry and sad brown ones, completely different to Richie's, but familiar and comforting. "Ill tell you the truth, 
Dottie..but not in the bathroom. Come back to bed, huh?!" 


"| don't want you sleeping in that bed tonight, Jon," Dot said, staring at him in the mirror. "Not tonight..maybe 
not ever again. Regardless of what you tell me." She turned and left the bathroom. 


Jon was left staring at himself in the mirror. Was this it? Was this the disintegration of his marriage? With a 
baleful glare at his reflection, Jon turned and followed his wife into the bedroom. 


He found her in the small sitting area, curled up in her favourite chair next to the window, staring out into the 
night. Jon sat on the edge of his chair, resting his elbows on his knees, as he thought about the best way to 


approach the conversation. 


"The dinner party was real," Jon started. "It was the usual gang. You can ring and ask any one of them. The 
boys in the band were there, too. Initially, Richie wasn't supposed to be there. He had a date for the whole 
weekend..but he showed up anyway, with Ashleigh." 


Jon looked up when Dot huffed. "That was the name David said in one of his messages." 

Jon nodded. Of course, he did "There was a misunderstanding," he continued. "Ashleigh had bruises and marks on 
her body that | thought, well suspected , Rich had put there. | needed to be sure..so | called for an intervention 
of sorts, to find out what the fuck had been going on" 


Jon fiddled with the buckles at his wrists, remembering seeing Richie become his Master for the first time. He 
mentally cursed himself when he felt a stirring deep in his gut at the memory. 


"It turned out that, yes," Jon continued, "Rich had left some of them." He could feel his wife's confusion rolling 
off her in waves. "Richie is.." Here goes, he thought, "Richie is a Dominant and Ashleigh is his submissive." 


"l-I beg your pardon? He's what?!" Dot asked. 


Jon looked over at his wife and said, "Richie practises BDSM. He's been trained in both roles, submissive and 
Dominant." 


"Richie met Ashleigh through their BDSM club," Jon said, working up the guts to admit that he was now a 
submissive too. "They met on Friday. The dinner party was Saturday evening. Some of her Master's 


punishments were still visible." 


"You mean he ties her up?!" Dot asked, incredulously. "And..and he hits her? Deliberately? With whips?" 


"Floggers, hands, whips, paddles," Jon shrugged. "Sometimes it's just about the restraint” He rubbed at his 
cuffs. 


"Rich owns a separate house a couple of hours from here that he uses for that purpose,” he continued. 


"That's..that's where I've been this last couple of days." 

Dorothea laughed. "You're telling me," she said, leaning forward to make her point, "that you went with Sambora 
to his sex den. That's so surprising, Jon! Do you take me for a complete fool?! Did you stand there and jerk off 
to it while he spanked her or whatever the fuck he does?!" 

"Not exactly," Jon said softly. 


His wife barked out a bitter laugh. "So what? He tied you up as well?!" Yeah..sure, Jon" 


Jon looked at her, his jaw popping, but he stayed silent. He chewed on his bottom lip and rubbed the soft 


leather around his wrists. 


Dorothea, his high school sweetheart, his wife, the mother of his children, stared back at him in pure disbelief. 
Shaking her head slowly, she whispered, "No..it's not possible." 


Jon stood, keeping a steady, unwavering contact with her eyes, proceeded to remove his shirt and then his 


pants. 
He stood there, frozen like a statue, silent as one, as Dot gasped, taking in the sight of her husband's body. 


Jon turned slowly, letting her see the full extent of his weekend with Richie. The marks his Master had left 
along with the scratches and lovebites from Ashleigh and Mookie. 


Turning one more time, to face her again, he regained eye contact. 

He felt vulnerable, yet strong and empowered as he stood there face to face with his shocked wife. He pulled 
himself up even taller, straightening his spine and his arms hanging beside his body. Fisting his hands under the 
scrutiny, his muscles flexed beneath the marked skin 

He'd never felt more alive. 


This is what he wanted; this is what he needed 


With a pop of his jaw muscle, he slowly dropped to his knees, placed his hands palm up on his lap and lowered 
his head, falling into the wait position. 


THE END 


~ Ke 


